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ODE en the Glories of the Heavens. Appison. 


HE ſpacious Firmament on high, 
With all the blue ætherial Sky, 

And ſpangled Heavens, a ſhining Frame, 5 
Their great Original proclaim: r — 
Th' unwearied Sun, from Day to Day, | 
Does his Creator's Pow'r diſplay, 
And publiſhes to every Land 
The Work of an Almighty Hand. 


2. Soon as the Evening Shades prevail, 61 
The Moon takes up the wond'rous Tale, 
And nightly to the liſt ning Earth 
Repeats the Story of her Birth: 
Wrilk all the Stars that found ker biani,: ww 
And all the Nen in their Turk, . 3597 
Confirm the Tidings as they roll, 
rr 
B 3. What 


„ 
3. What though, in ſolemn Silence, all 
Move round the dark terreſtrial Ball | 
What though nor real Voice nor Sound 
Amid their radiant Orbs be found ! ! 
In Reaſon's Ear they all rejoice} 
And utter forth a glorious Voice, 


For ever ſinging as they ſhine, 
«'The Hand that made us is Divine.“ 


DAVID's Paftoral HYMN on Provipexce. 


ADpD1s0N. 


I. HE Lox D my Paſture ſhall prepare, 
And feed me with a Shepherd's Care : 
His Preſence ſhall my Wants ſupply, 
And guard me with a watchful Eye; 
"My Noon-day Walks he ſhall attend, 
And all my Mid-night Hours defend. 


2. When in the ſultry Glebe I faint, 
Or on the thirſty Mountains pant ; 
To fertile Vales, and dewy Meads, 
My weary. wand'ring Steps he leads ;. 
Where peaceful Rivers, ſoft and ſlow, 
Amid the verdant Landfkip flow, 


3. Tho? in the Paths of Death I tread, 
With gloomy Horrors overſpread, FEM 
My ftedfaft Heart ſhall fear no Ill, 
For thou, O Lon d, art with me fill; | 
Thy friendly Crook ſhall give me Aid, 
FEA vn ch I waa ee 
46 4. Tho- 


1 
4- Tho' in a bare and rugged Way, 


Through devious lonely Wilds I ſtray, 


Thy Bounty ſhall my Pains beguile: 
The barren Wilderneſs ſhall ſmile, 


With ſudden Greens and Herbage crown'd, 
And Streams ſhall murmur all around, 


HYMN on GraTITUDE, As, Iso. 


I, HEN all thy Mercies, O my Gov ! : 
My riſing Soul ſurveys ; 
Tranſported with the View, I'm loſt 
In Wonder, Love, , and Praiſe: 


2. O how ſhall Words with * Warmih | 
The Gratitude declare | 1288 N 

That glows within my raviſh'd Heart? . 4 
But Thou canſt read i tere. 


3. Thy Providence my Life ſuſtain d,. 
And all my Wants redreſ t, 
When in the ſilent Womb I lay, 
And hung upon the Breaſt. 


ot 


4. To all my weak Complaints and Cries, FS: 
Thy Mercy lent an Ear. 
E're yet my feeble Thoughts had bunt 
To form themſelves in Pray 'r. 
* 
5. Unnumber'd Comforts: to my Soul 
Thy tender Care beftow'd, 
Before my infant Heart coeds (us. 
From whom thoſe Comforts flow d. 
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6. When in the ſlipp'ry Paths of Youth 


With heedleſs Steps I ran, 
Thine Arm unſeen convey'd me ſafe, [81 
And led me up to Man. | 


7. Through hidden Dangers, Toils, and Deaths, 
It gently clear'd my Way, 
An& through the pleaſing Snares of Vice, 
More to be fear'd than they. 


8. When worn with Sickneſs, oft haſt thou 
With Health renew'd my Face; 
And when in Sins and Sorrow ſunk, 
Reviv'd my Soul with Grace. 


9. Thy bounteous Hand with worldly Bliſs 
Has made my Cup run o'er, 
And in a kind and faithful Friend | 
Has doubled all my Store. 


10. Ten thouſand thouſand precious Gifts 


My daily Thanks employ; 
Nor is the leaſt a cheerful Heart, 
That taſtes thoſe Gifts with Joy. 


11. Through every Period ol my Liſe 


Thy Goodneſs I'II purſue; 
And after Death in diſtant Worlds 
The glorious Theme renew. 


Gra. 


22. When Nature fails, and Day and Night - 


Divide thy Works no more, 
My ever- grateful Heart, O Lon p, 
08 Mercy ſhall _ adore. 
13. Through 


1 


13. Through all Eternity to Thee 
A joyful Song Þ 11 raiſe ; 
For O! Eternity's too ſhort 
To utter all thy Praiſe. 


POPE's ien PRaytER 


I. FATHER of all! in every Age, 
In every Clime ador'd, 
By Saint, by Savage, and by Sage, 
Jenovan! Jove! or Lorp! 


2. Thou great firſt Cauſe, leaſt underſtood, 
Who all my Senſe confin'd, 
To know but this, that thou art good, 
And that myſelf am blind! | 


3. Yet gave me in this dark Eſtate, 
To ſee the Good from III! 
And binding Nature faſt in Fate, 
Left free the human Will. 


4. What Conſcience dictates to be done, 
Or warns me not to do; 
This teach me more than Hell to ſhun, 


That more than Heav'n purſue. 


F. What Bleſlings thy free Bounty gives, 
Let me not caſt away ; 
For GoD is paid when Man receives 


| To enjoy is to obey. | 
6. Yet not to Earth's contracted Span, 


Thy Goodneſs let me bound, 
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BE 


Or think Thee Lok Þ alone of Man, 
When thouſand- Worlds are round. 


7. Let not this weak unknowing Hand 
Preſume thy Bolts to throw, 
And deal Damnation round the Land 
On each I judge thy Foe. 


8.If I am right, oh teach my Heart, 
Still in the Right to ſtay : 

If I am wrong, thy Grace impart 
To find that better Way! 


9. Save me a like from fooliſh Pride, 
Or impious Diſcontent, 
At ought thy Wiſdom has deny'd, 
Or ought thy Goodneſs lent. 


10. Teach me to feel another's Woe ; 
To hide the Fault I ſee ; 
That Mercy I to others ſhow, 
"Tit Mercy ſhow to me. 


11. Mean tho' I am, not wholly ſo, 
Since quicken'd by thy Breath ; 

Oh lead me whereſoe er I go, 
Thro' this Day's Life or Death. 


12. This Day, be Bread and Peace my Lot; 


All elſe beneath the Sun, 
Thou knowꝰ ſt if beſt beſtow d, or not; 
And let thy Will be done. 


13. To thee, whoſe Temple is all Space, 
Wboſe Altar, Earth, Sea, Skies, 


One 


L * I 


One Chorus let all Beings raiſe! 


HE 5 & ff &# 


A ſacred Eclogue, compos'd cf ſeveral Paſſages of 
[/aiah the Prophet, 


Written in Imitation of Virgil's Por L1o. 


E Nymphs of Solyma / begin the Song: 
To heav'nly Themes ſublimer Strains belong. 
The Moſſy Fountains and the Sylvan Shades, 
The Dreams of Pindus and th* Aonian Maids, 
Delight no more - O thou my Voice inſpire, 
Who touch'd 1/aiah's hallow'd Lips with Fire! 


Rapt into future Times, the Bard begun, 
A Virgin ſhall conceive, a Virgin bear a.Son ! 
From 7e/*'s Root behold a Branch ariſe, 
Whoſe ſacred Flow'r with Fragrance fills the Skies. 
Th' ztherial Spirit o'er its Leaves ſhall move, 
And on its Top deſcends the Myſtic Dove. 


Ye Heav'ns ! from high the dewy NeQar pour, 
And in ſoft Silence ſhed the kindly Thow'r ! 


The Sick and Weak the healing Plant ſhall aid, 
From Storms a Shelter, and from Heat a Shade. 
All Crimes -ſhall ceaſe, and ancient Fraud ſhall fail; 
Returning Juſtice lift aloft her Scale; | 
Peace o'er the World her Olive Wand extend, 
And. white-rob'd Innocence from Heav'n deſcend, 
Swift fly the Years, and rife th expected Morn ! 
Oh ſpring to Light, auſpicious Babe be born! 

| | See 


- 
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| See Nature haſtes her earlieſt Wreathes to bring, 


With all the Incenſe of the breathing Spring : 
See lofty Lebanon his Head advance, 

See nodding Foreſts on the Mountains dance, 
See ſpicy Clouds from lowly Saron riſe, 

And Carmel's flow'ry Top perfumes the Skies! 
Hark! a glad Voice the lonely Deſart chears ; 
Prepare the Way! a Gop, a Gop appears! 

A Gop, a Gop ! the vocal Hills reply, 

The Rocks proclaim th' approaching Deity. 

Lo Earth receives him from-the bending Skies ! 
Sink down ye Mountains, and ye Valles rife : 
With Heads declin'd, ye Cedars, Homage pay; 
Be {mooth ye Rocks, ye-rapid Floods give Way ! 
The Saviour comes! by ancient Bards foretold ; 


Hear him ye Deaf, and all ye Blind behold ! 


He from thick Films ſhall purge the viſual Ray, 
And on the ſightleſs Eye-ball pour the Day. 
Tis he th' obſtructed Paths of Sound ſhall clear, 
And bid new Muſick charm th' unfolding Ear. 
The Dumb ſhall fing,. the Lame his Crutch 
forego, 
And leap exulting hke the bounding "a 
No Sigh, no Murmur the wide World ſhall hear, 
From every Face he wipes off ev'ry Tear. 
In adamantine Chains ſhall Death be bound, 
And Hell's grim Tyrant feel th' eternal Wound. 
As the good Shepherd tends his fleecy Care, 
Sceks freſheſt Paſtures and the pureſt Air, 
Explores the loſt, the wand'ring Sheep directs, 
By Day o'er ſees them, ana by Night protects; 
The tender Lambs he raiſes in his Arms, 


Feeds from his Hand, and in his Boſom warms : 
Man- | 
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Mankind ſhall-thus his Guardian Care engage, 
The promis'd Father of the future Age. 
No more ſhall Nation againſt Nation riſe, 5 
Nor ardent Warriors meet witk hateful Eyes, 
Nor Fields with gleaming Steel be cover d oer, 
The brazen Trumpets kindle Rage no more; 
But uſeleſs Lances into Scythes ſhall bend, 
And the broad Faulchion in a Plow-ſhare end. 
Then Palaces ſhall riſe ; the joyful Son _ 
Shall finiſh what his ſhort-liv'd Sire begun E 
Their Vines a Shadow to their Race ſhall yield, 
And the ſame Hand that ſow'd ſhall reap the Field. 
The Swain in barren Defarts with Surprize 
Sees Lillies ſpring, and ſudden Verdure rife, 
And ſtarts amid the thirſty Wilds to hear 
New Falls of Water murm' ring in his Ear: 
On rifted Rocks, the Dragon's late abodes, 
'The green Reed trembles, and the Bulruſh nods. 
Waſte ſandy Vallies, once perplex'd with Thorn, 
The ſpiry Fir and ſhapely Box adorn ; 
The leafleſs Shrubs the flow'ring Palms ſucceed, 
And od'rous Myrtle to the noiſome Weed. [ Mead, 
The Lambs with Wolves ſhall graze the verdant 
And Boys in flow'ry Bands the Tyger lead ; 
The Steer and Lion at one. Crib ſhall meet, 
And harmleſs Serpents lick the Pilgrim's Feet. 
The ſmiling Infant in his Hand fhall take 
The creſted Baſfiliſk and ſpeckled Snake; 
Pleas'd, the green Luſtre of the Scales ſurvey, 
And with their forky, Tongue and pointleſs Sting 
ſhall play. 
Riſe, crown'd with Light, imperial Salem rife ! 
Exalt thy tow'ry Head, and lift thy Eyes 


See, 


[ 10 . 


See, a long Race thy ſpacious Courts adorn; ; 
See future Sons and Daughters yet unborn 


In crouding Ranks on ev'ry Side ariſe, 
Demanding Life, impatient for the Skies ! 
See barb'rous Nations at thy Gates attend, 


Walk in thy Light, and in thy Temple bend; 


See thy bright Altars throng'd with proſtrate Kings, 
And heap'd with Products of Saban Springs! 

For thee Idume's ſpicy: Foreſts blow, = 

And Seeds of Goldi in Ophyr's Mountains rn 


See Heav'n its ſparkling Portals wide diſplay, 


And break upon thee in a Flood of Day! 

No more the riſing Sun ſhall gild the Morn, 
Nor Evening Cynthia fill her ſilver Horn, 

But loſt, diſſolv'd in thy ſuperior Rays, 

One Tide of. Glory, one unclouded Blaze | 
O'erflow thy Courts: The Light Bim ſel ſhall ſhine 


Reveal'd, and Gop 's eternal Day be thine! 
| The Seas ſhall waſte, the Skies in Smoke decay, 


Rocks fall to Duſt, and Mountains melt away; 
But fix d his Word, his ſaving Pow'r remains, 


| OY! Ft * ever laſts, thy o own + oe eo reigns, 


The Eule of 7 uturity e 4 e Por E. 


EAVN fog all Creatures rides the Book of 
Fate, 


All but the Page preſcrib'd, die preſent State; ; 
From Brutes what Men, from Men what Spirits know; | 


Or who could ſuffer Being here below ?. 


* "The Lamb thy Riot dooms to bleed Toutzy; 


He thy Reaſon, e and play? _ 
Pleas'd 


— 


1 1 1 
Pleas'd to the laſt, he crops the flow'ry Food, 
And Hatt the Hand ji mis d to ſhed-his Blood. 


Oh Blindneſs to the future kindly giv'n, 
That each may fill the Circle mark'd by Heav'n, 


Who ſes with equal Eye, as Gov of all, 
A Hero periſh, or à Sparrow fall, 


Atoms, or Syſtems, into Ruin hurl'd, 


And now ate . and now a World! 
12 
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u ! our Being s End and Aim 
Good, Pleaſure, Eaſe, Content, whate'er thy 
Name: 

That ſomething ſtill which prompts- th? mw Sigh, 
For which we bear to live, nor fear to die; 
Which ſtill ſo near us, yet beyond us lies, | 
O'erlook'd, ſeen double, by the Foal —and W. 
Plant of celeſtial Seed ! if dropt 
Say, 1 in what mortal Soil thou deign 10 . 
Fair- opening to ſome Court's propitious Shrine, 
Or deep with Diamonds in the flaming Mine, 
Twin'd with the Wreaths Parnaſjan Laurels yield, 
Or reap'd in Iron Harveſts of the Field? = 
Where grows—where grows it not If vain our Tail, : 
We ought to blame the Culture, not the Soil. 
Fix'd to no Spot is Happineſs ſincere; 
"Tis no where to be found, or ey'ry where. 


Aſk of the Learn'd the Way, the Learn'd weblind, 
This bids to ferve, and zhat to ſhun Mankind: 
Some place the Bliſs in Action, ſome in Eaſe, 1 


Thoſe call ĩt Fleriare, and Contentment theſe. 
Take 


1 
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Take Nature's Path, and mad Opinions leave, 
All States can reach it, and all Heads conceive ; - 
Obvious her Goods, in no extreme they dwell, 
There needs but thinking right, and meaning well, 
And mourn our various Portions às we pleaſe, 
Equal is common Senſe, and common Eaſe. 


Order is Heav'ns firſt Law; and this confeſt, 
Some are, and muſt be, greater than the Reſt, 
More rich, more wiſe : But who infers from hence, 
That ſuch are happier, ſhocks all common Senſe : 
Heav'n to Mankind impartial we confeſs, 

If all were equal in their Happineſs: 

But mutual Wants their Happineſs intreaſe, 

All Nature's Diff rence keeps all Nature's Peace. 
Condition, Circumſtance, is not the Thing ; _ 
Bliſs is the ſame, in ſubject or in King ;' 

In who obtain Defence, or who defend; 


In him who is, or htm who finds a Friend. 


Heav'n breathes thro? ev'ry Member of the Whole 
One common Bleſſing, has one common Soul, 


| Know, all the Good that Individuals find, 


Or Gop and Nature meant to mere Mankind, 


Reaſon's whole Pleafure, all the Joys of Senſe, 
Lie in three Words, Health, Peace, and Competence. 


The MAN of ROSS. Porz. 


UT all our Praiſes why ſhould Lords engroſs ? 
Riſe honeſt Muſe ! and fing the Ma x of Ross: 

Pleas'd Vaga echoes thro' her winding Bounds, 

And rapid Severn hoarſe Applauſe reſounds, 


Who 


ell, 


e, 
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Who hung with Woods yon Mountains ſultry Brow ? 


From the dry Rock who bade the Waters flow ? 

Nor to the Skies in uſeleſs Columns toſt, 

Or in proud Falls magnificently loſt, . 

But clear and artleſs pouring thro? the Plain 

Health to the Sick, and Solace to the Swain, 
Whoſe Cauſeway parts the Vale with ſhady Rows ? 
Whoſe Seats the weary Traveller repoſe ? 
Who feeds yon Alms-houſe, neat, but void of State, 
Where Age and Want ſit ſmiling at the Gate? 
Who taught that Heav'n- directed Spire to riſe ? 

The Man of Ross each liſping Babe replies. 
Behold the Market- place with Poor o'erſpread ! 

The Man of Ross divides the weekly Bread: 

Him portion'd Maids, apprentic'd Orphans bleſt, 
The Young who labour'd, and the Old who reſt. 

Is any ſick ? The Max of Ross relieves, 
Preſcribes, attends, the Med'cine takes and gives. 
Is there a Variance ! Enter but his Door, 

Baulk*d are the Courts, and Conteſt is no more. 
Deſpairing Quacks with Curſes fled the Place, 

And vile Attornies, now an uſeleſs Race. 

Thrice happy Man ! enabled to purſue 

«© What all fo wiſh, but want the Pow'r to do. 


Oh ſay, what Sums that gen'rous Hand ſupply ? 


«« What Mines to {well that boundleſs Charity? 

Of Debts and Taxes, Wife or.Children clear, 

This Man poſſeſt—five hundred Pounds a Year. 

Bluſh Grandeur, bluſh ; proud Courts withdraw your * | 
Ye little Stars hide your diminiſh'dRays. [Blaze. 


« And what? No Monument, Inſcription, Stone? 
His Race, his Form, his Name almoſt unknown? 
* Who 


* 


u 


Who builds a Church to Gos, and not to Fame, 
Will never mark the Marble with his Name. 


The Omnipreſence of GOD, and Submiſfien to his 


' Providence. BR © 


— 


ILL are but Parts of one ſtupendous Whole, 
Whoſe Body Nature is, and God the Soul: 

That, chang'd thro? all, and yet in all the ſame; 
Great in the Earth, as in th' æthereal Frame; 
Warms in the Sun, refreſhes in the Breeze, 
Glos in the Stars, and bloſſoms in the Trees; 
Lives thro' all Life, extends thro' all Extent, 
Spreads undivided, operates unſpent; 
Breathes in our Soul, informs our mortal Part; 
As full, as perfect, in a Hair as Heart; 
As full, as perfect, in vile Man that mourns, 
As the rapt Seraph, that adores and burns; 
To him no high, no low, no great, no ſmall ; 
He fills, he bounds, connects, and meaſures all. 


N then, nor Donn E R ImperfeCtion name: 
Our proper Bliſs depends on what we blame. 
Know thy own Point; This kind, this due Degree, 
Of Blindneſs, Weakneſs, Heav'n beſtows on thee, 
Submit.—In this, or any other Sphere, 

Secure to be as bleſt as thou canſt bear: 

Safe in the Hand of one diſpoſing Pow'r, 

Or in the natal, or the mortal Hour. 

All Nature is but Art, unknown to thee ; 

All Chance, Direction, which thou canſt not lee; 3 
All Diſcord, Harmony, not underſtood; 


All partial Evil, univerſal Good: 
| | And, 


is 
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And, Spite, of Pride, in erring Reafon's Spite, 
One Truth is clear, WHATEVER 15s, Is RIGHT. 


The PZ ACOCK. - Youne. 


OW rich the Peacock ? what bright Glories run 
From Plume to Plume, and vary in the Sun ? 
He proudly ſpreads them to the golden Ray, 
Gives all his Colours, and adorns the Day: 
With conſcious State the ſpacious Round diſplays, 
And ſlowly moves amid the _—_ Blaze. 


The W A R-H OR 8. F. Younc, 


URVEY the warlike Hor/e / didft thou inveſt 
With Thunder, his robuſt diſtended Cheſt ? 

No Senſe of Fear his dauntleſs Soul allays ; © 
'Tis dreadful to behold his Noſtril Blaze 
To paw the Vale he proudly takes Delight, ö 
And triumphs in the Fulneſs of his Might; 
High- rais'd he inuffs the Battle from afar, 
And burns to plunge amid the raging War; 
And mocks at Death, and throws his Foam around, 
And in a Storm of Fury ſhakes the Ground. 
How does his firm, his riſing Heart advance, 
Full on the brandiſh'd Sword, and ſhaken Lance; 
While his fixt Eye-balls meet the dazzling Shield, 
Gaze, and return the Light'ning of the Field? 
He ſinks the Senſe of Pain in gen'rous- Pride, 
Nor feels the Shaft that trembles in his Side, 
But neighs to the ſhrill Trumpet's dreadful Blaſt - 
Till Death; and when he groans, He groans his laſt, 
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The LION. Youns.. 


UT fiercer ſtill the lordly Lion ſtalks, 
Grimly majeſtic in his lonely Walks; 

When round He glares, All living Creatures fly, 
He clears the Deſart with his rolling Eye. 
Say, Mortal, does He rouſe at thy Command, 
And roar to Thee, and live upon thy Hand? 
Doſt Thou for Him in Foreſts bend thy Bow, 
And to his gloomy Den the Morſel throw, 
Where bent on Death lie hid his tawny Brood, 
And couch'd in dreadful Ambuſh pant for Blood; 
Or ſtretch'd on broken Limbs, conſume the Day 
In Darkneſs wrapt, and ſlumber o'er their Prey ? 
By the pale Moon They take their deſtin'd Round, 
And lafh their Sides, and furious tear the Ground, 
Now Shrieks and dying Groans the Deſart fill; 


They rage, they rend, their rav'nous Jaws diſtil 


With crimſon Foam; and when the Banquet's o'er, 


They ſtride away, and paint their Steps with Gore; 


In Flight alone the Shepherd puts his Truſt, 
And ſhudders at the Talon in the Duſt. 


The LEVIATHAN, Youns, 


O to the Nile, and from its fruitful Side, 
| Caſt forth thy Line into the ſwelling Tide, 


With ſlender Hair Levialban command, 

And ftretch his Vaſtneſs on the loaded Strand. 
Will he become thy Servant, will he own 

Thy Lordly Nod, and tremble at thy Frown ? 

Or with his Sport amuſe thy leiſure Day, 
And, bound in Silk, with thy ſoft Maidens play? 
Shall 


L 


Shall pompous Banquets ſwell with ſuch a Prize, 
And the Bowl journey round his ample Size ? 
Or the debating Merchants ſhare the Prey, 
And various Limbs to various Marts convey ? 
Thro' his firm Skull what Steel its Way can win? 
What forceful Engine can ſubdue his Skin ? 
Fly far, and live; tempt not his matchleſs Might; 
The Braveſt ſhrink to Cowards in his Sight ; 
The Raſheſt dare not rouſe him up ; who then 
Shall turn on Me, among the Sons of Men? 


Am I a Debtor ? haſt Thou ever heard 
* Whence come the Gifts which are on me cconferr'd ? 
F NM y laviſh Fruit a thouſand Vallies fills, | 
* And mine the Herds that graze a thouſand Hills; 


L Earth, Sea, and Air, All Nature is my own, 
And Stars and Sun are Duſt beneath my Throne. 
And dar'ſt Thou with the World's great Father vie, 
o_ Thou, who doſt tremble at thy Creature's Eye ? 
* a 


At full my huge Leviathan ſhall riſe, 

Boaſt all his Strength, and ſpread his won'drous Size. 

Who, great in Arms, e'er ſtripp'd his ſhining Mail, 

Or crown'd his Triumph with a ſingle Scale? 

Whoſe Heart ſuſtains him to draw near ? Behold, 

Deſtru ion yawns ; his ſpacious Jaws unfold, 

And marſhal'd round the wide Expanſe, diſcloſe 

Teeth edg'd with Death, and crowding Rows on 

| Rows ? 

What hideous Fangs on either Side ariſe, 

And waat a deep Abyſs between them lies; 

Mete with thy Lance, and with thy Plummet found, 
It The One how long, the Other how profound, 
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His Bulk is charg'd with ſuch a furious Soul, 
That Clouds of Smoke from his ſpread Noſtrils roll, 
As from a Furnace ; and, when rous'd his Ire, 
Fate iſſues from his Jaws in Streams of Fire. 
The Rage of Tempeſts, and the Roar of Seas, 
Thy Terror, this thy great Superior pleaſe ; 
Strength on his ample Shoulders fits in State, 
His well-join'd Limbs are dreadfully compleat ; 
His Flakes of folid Fleſh are ſlow to part, 
As Steel his Nerves, as Adamant his Heart. 


When late awak'd, He rears him from the Floods, 
And, ftretching forth his Stature to the Clouds, 
Writhes in the Sun aloft his ſcaly Height, 

And ſtrikes the diſtant Hills with tranſient Light; 
Far round are fatal Damps of Terror ſpread, 
The Mighty fear, nor bluſh to own their Dread. 


Large is his Front, and when his burniſh'd Eyes 
Lift their broad Lids, the Morning ſeems to riſe. 


In vain may Death in various Shapes invade, 
The frvift-wing'd Arrow, the deſcending Blade; 


His naked Breaſt their Impotence defies, 


The Dart, rebounds, the brittle Faulchion flies. 

© Shut in Himſelf, the War without he hears, 

Safe in the Tempeſt of the rattling Spears ; 

The cumber'd Strand their waſted Volhes ſtrow, 

His Sport, the Rage and Labour of the Foe. 
His Paſtimes like a Caldron boil the Flood, 

And blacken Ocean with the riſing Mud; 

The Billows feel him as he works his Way; 

His hoary Feotſteps ſhine along the Sea ; 3 
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The Foam high- hn with White divides 2 
Green, 
And diſtant Sailors peme where Death has been. 


His Like Earth bears not on her ſpacious Face, 


Alone in Nature ſtands his dauntleſs Race, 


For utter Ignorance of Fear renown 'L 
In Wrath he rolls his baleful Eyes around, 
Makes every fwoln, diſdainful Heart ſubſide, 


And holds Dominion o'er the Sons of Pride. 


The H E N MI T. Paaxzr. 
AR in a Wild, Ae pubic Vie; 


From Youth to Age a rer rend Hermit grew; 


The Moſs his Bed, the Cave his humble Cell, 
His Food the Fruits, his Drink the chryſtal Well; 
Remote from Man, with God he paſs'd the Days, 
Pray*r all his Buſineſs, all has Pleafure Praiſe. 


A Life ſo ſacred, ſuch ferene-Repoſe, 
Seem'd Heav'n itſelf, till one Suggeſtion roſe, - 
That Vice ſhould triumph, Virtue Vice obey, 
This ſprung ſome Doubt of Providence's Sway : 


< 


His Hopes no more a certain Proſpect boaſt, 
And all the Tenour of his Soul 1s loſt ; 
So when a ſmooth Expanſe receives impreſt 
Calm Nature's Image on its wat*ry Breaſt, 


Down bend the Banks, the Trees depending grow, 
And Skies beneath with anſw'ring Colours glow ; 


But if a Stone the gentle Sea divide, 
Swift ruffling Circles curl on ev'ry Side, 
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And glimm'ring Fragments of a broken Sun, 


Banks, Trees, and Skies, in thick Diſorder run. 


To clear this Doubt, to know the World by Sight, 
'To find if Books, or Swains, report it right; i 
(For yet by Swains alone the World he knew, 
Whoſe Feet came wand' ring o'er the nightly Dew) 
He quits his Cell; the Pilgrim: ſtaff he bore, 


And fix'd the Scallop in his Hat before; 


Then with the riſing Sun his Journey went, 
Sedate to think, and watching each - Event. 


The Morn was waſted in the pathleſs Graſs, 
And long and loneſome was the Wild to paſs; 


But when the Southern Sun had warm'd the Day. 


A Youth came pdfting o'er a eroſſing Way, 

His Raiment decent, his Complexion fair, 

And foft in graceful Ringlets way'd his Hair, 
Then near approaching, Father, Hail! he cry'd 
And Hail my Son, the reverend Sire reply'd; + 
Words follow*d Words, from Queſtion Anſwer flow'd, 


And Talk of various Kind deceiv'd the Road ; 


Till with each other pleas'd, and loth to part, 
While in their Age they differ, join in Heart: 


Thus ſtands an aged Elm in Ivy bound, 
Thus youthful Ivy claſps an Elm around. 


Now ſunk the Sun ; the cloſing Hour of Day 


Came onward, mantled o'er with ſober Grey; 
Nature in Silence bid the World repoſe ; * 


When near the Road a ſtately Palace roſe : 
There by the Moon thro? Ranks of Trees they paſs, 
Whoſe Verdure crown'd their ſloping Sides of Graſa, 
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It chanc'd the noble Maſter of the Dome 
Still made his Houſe the wand” ring Stranger's Home. 
Yet ſtill the Kindneſs, from a Thirſt of Praiſe, 
Prov'd the vain Flouriſh of expenſive Eaſe. 


The Pair arrive: The liv'ry'd Servants wait; 


The Lord receives them at the pompous Gate, 
The Table groans with coſtly Piles of Food, 

And all is more than hoſpitably good. 

Then led to Reſt, the Day's long Toil they drown, 
Deep ſunk in Sleep, and Silk, and Heaps of Down. 


At length tis Morn, and at the Dawn of Day 
Along the wide Canals the Zephyrs play; ; 
Freſh o'er the gay Parterres the Breezes creep, 
And ſhake the neighb'ring Wood to baniſh Sleep. 
Up riſe the Gueſts, obedient to the Call : 

An early Banquet deck'd the ſplendid Hall ; 

Rich luſcious Wine a golden Goblet grac'd, 

Which the kind Maſter forc'd the Gueſts to taſte. 
Then pleas'd and thankful from the Porch they go. 
And, but the Landlord, none had Cauſe of Woe ; 
His Cup was vaniſh'd ; for in ſecret Guiſe 


The younger Gueſt purloin'd the glitt'ring Prize. 


As one who ſpies a Serpent in his Way, 
Gliſ'ning and baſking in the Summer Ray, 
Diſorder'd ſtops to ſhun the Danger near, 

Then walks with Faintneſs on, and looks with Fear; 
So ſeem'd the Sire; when, far upon the Road, 
The ſhining Spoil his wily Partner ſhew'd. 


He ſtopp'd with Silence, walk'd with trembling 


Heart. 


And much he wiſh'd, but durſt not alk to part: 
Mur- 
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Murm'ring he lifts his Eyes, and thinks it hard 
That gen'rous Actions meet a baſe Reward. 


While thus they paſs, the Sun his Glory ſhrouds, 
The. changing Skies hang out their ſable Clouds; 
A Sound in Air preſag'd approaching Rain, 

And Beaſts to Covert ſcud acroſs the Plain, 

Warn'd by the Signs, the wand'ring Pair retreat, 

To ſeek for Shelter at a neighb'ring Seat. 

"Twas built with Turrets, on a riſing Ground, 

And ftrong, and large, and unimproy'd around; 

It's Owner's Temper, Tim'rous and ſevere, 

Unkind and griping, caus'd a defart there. 

As near the Miſer's heavy Door they drew ; 

Fierce riſing Guſts with ſudden Fury blew ; 

The nimble Light” ning, mix'd with 255 
began, 

And o'er their Heads loud- rolling Thunder ran 


Here long they knock, but knock or call in vain 


Driv'n by the Wind, and batter'd by the Rain. 

At length ſome Pity warm'd the Maſter's Breaſt, 
(Twas then his Threſhold firſt receiv'd a Gueſt) 
Slow creaking turns the Door with jealous Care, 
And half he welcomes in the ſhivering Pair ; 

One frugal Faggot lights the naked Walls, 
And Nature's Fervor through their Limbs recalls : 
Bread of the coarſeſt Sort, with eager Wine, 


{Each hardly granted) ferv'd them both to Dine; 


And when the Tempeſt firſt appear'd to ceaſe, 
A ready Warning bid them part in Peace. 


With ſtill Remark the pond'ring Hermit view'd, 
In one ſo rich, a Life fo poor and rude ; 


And 
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And why ſhould ſuch (within himſelf he cry'd) 
Lock the loſt Wealth a Thouſand want beſide ? 
But what new Marks of Wonder ſoon took Place, 
In ev'ry ſettling Feature of his Face! 
When from -his Veſt the young Companion 
bore 
That Cup, the gen'rous Landlord ware before, 
And paid profuſely with the precious Bowl 
The ſtinted Kindneſs of this churliſh Soul, 


"Ut now the Clouds in airy Tumult fly, 
The Sun emerging opes an azure Sky; 
A freſher Green the ſmelliag Leaves diſplay, 
And glitt'ring as they tremble, cheer the Day; 
'The Weather courts them from the poor Retreat, 
And the glad Maſter bolts the wary Gate. 


While hence they walk, the Pilgrim's Boſom 
1 wrought 

With all the Travel of uncertain Thought; 

His Partner's Acts without their Cauſe appear, 
"Twas gere a Vice, and ſeem'd a Madneſs here, 
Deteſting that, and pitying this he goes, 

Loſt and confounded with the various Shows. 


Is: Now Night's dim Shades again involve the 
Say; ©54.-1 
e: Again the Wand'rers want a Place to he, 
T4 


Again they ſearch, and find a Lodging nigh. 
he Soil improv'd around the Manſion near, 
And neither poorly low, nor idly great; 
wd, t ſeem'd to ſpeak its Maſter's Turn of Mind, 
ü -ontent, and not for Praiſe, but Virtue kind. 


And 
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Hither the Walkers turn'd with weary Feet, 
Then bleſs the Manſion, and the Maſter greet : 
Their greeting fair, beſtow'd with modeſt Guiſe 
The courteous Maſter hears, and thus replies: 


Without a vain, without a grudging Heart, 
To him who gives us all, I yield a Part ; 
From him you come, from him accept it here, 
A frank and ſober, more than coſtly Cheer. 
He ſpoke, and bid the welcome Table ſpread, 
Then talk'd of Virtue till the Time of Bed; 
When the grave Houſehold round his Hall repair, 
Warn'd by a Bell, and cloſe the Hours with Pray'r, 


At length, the World renew'd by calm Repoſe, 
Was ſtrong for Toil, the dappled Morn aroſe : 
Before the Pilgrims part, the Younger crept 
Near the clos'd Cradle where an Infant ſlept, 

And writh'd his Neck : The Landlord's little Pride, 

O ſtrange Return! grew black, and gaſp'd, and 
dy'd. 

Howor of Horrors! what! his only Son! 

How look*'d our Hermit when the Fact was done? 

Not Hell, tho' Hell's black Jaws in ſunder part, 

And breathe blue Fire, could more aſſault his Heart, 


Confus'd, and ſtruck with Silence at the Deed, 
He flies, but trembling fails to fly-with Speed. 
His Steps the Youth purſues ; the Country lay 
Perplex'd with Roads; a Servant ſhow'd the 
Way; 
A River croſs d the Path; the Paſſage o'er 
Was nice to find ; the Servant trod before ; 


Long 
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Long Arms of Oak an open Bridge ſupply' d, 
And deep the Waves beneath the Bending glide. 
The Youth, who ſeem'd to watch a Time to fin, 
A pproach'd the careleſs Guide, and thruſt him in; ; 
Plunging he falls, and rifing, lifts his Head, 
Then flaſhing turns, and ſinks among the Dead. 


Wild ſparkling Rage inflames the Father's Eyes, 


He burſts the Bands of Fear, and madly cries, 
Deteſted Wretch——but ſcarce his Speech began, 
When the ſtrange Partner ſeem'd no longer Man: 
His youthful Face grew more ſerenely ſweet ; 

His Robe turn'd white, and flow'd upon his Feet ; 
Fair Rounds of radiant Points inveſt his Hair 
Celeſtial Odours breathe thro? purpled Air; 

And Wings, whoſe Colours glitter'd on the Day, 
Wide at his Back their gradual Plumes diſplay ; - 
The Form ætherial burſts upon his Sight, 

And moves in all the Majeſty of Light. 


Tho? loud at firſt the Pilgrim's Paſſion, grew, 
Sudden he gaz'd, and wiſt not what to do; 
Surprize in ſecret Chains his Word ſuſpends, 
And in a Calm his ſettling Temper ends. 

But Silence here the beauteous Angel broke, 
(The Voice of Muſic ravifh'd as he ſpoke.) 


Thy Pray'r, thy Praiſe, thy Life to Vice unknown, 
In ſweet Memorial rife before the Throne; 
Theſe Charms, Succeſs in our bright Region find, 
And force an Angel down, to calm thy Mind; 

For this commiſſion'd I forſook the ſky : 


Nay, os to kneel——thy Fellow-ſervant I. 
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Then know the Truth of Government divine, 
And let theſe Scruples be no longer thine. 


The Maker juſtly claims the World he made, 
In this the Right of Providence is laid; 
Its facred Majeſty thro? all depends 
On uſing ſecond Means to work his Ends. 


"Tis thus, withdrawn in State from human Eye, 
The Pow'r exerts his Attributes on high, 
Your Actions uſes, nor controuls your Will, 
And bids the doubting Sons of Men be ſtill. - 


What ſtrange Events can ſtrike with more Surprize 
Than thoſe which lately ftruck thy wond'ring Eyes ? 
Vet taught by theſe, confeſs thꝰ Almighty juſt, 
And where you can't unriddle, learn to truſt. 


The Great, vain Man, who far'd on coftly Food, 
Whoſe Life was too luxurious to be good ; 
Who made his Iv'ry Stands with Goblets ſhine, 
And forc'd his Gueſts to Morning Draughts of Wine, 
Has, with the Cup, the graceleſs Cuſtom loſt, 
And ſtill he welcomes, but with leſs of Coſt. 


The mean, ſuſpicious Wretch, whoſe bolted Door, 
Ne'er mov'd in Duty to the wand' ring Poor; 
With him I left the Cup, to teach his Mind 
That Heav'n can bleſs, if Mortals will be kind. 
Conſcious of wanting Worth, he views the Bowl, 
And feels Compaſſion touch his grateful Soul. 
Thus Artiſts melt the ſullen Ore of Lead. 
With heaping Coals of Fire upon its Head; 
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In the kind Warmth the Metal learns to glow, 
And looſe from Droſs, the ſilver runs below. 


Long had our pious Friend in Virtue trod, 
But now the Child half-wean'd his Heart from Gon; 
(Child of his Age) for him he liv'd in Pain, 
And meaſur'd back his Steps to Earth again. 
To what Exceſſes had his Dotage run? 
But God, to ſave the Father, took the Son. 
To all but thee, in Fits he ſeem'd to go, 
(And 'twas my Miniſtry to deal the Blow.) 
The poor fond Parent, humbled in the Duſt, 
Now owns in Tears the Puniſhment was juſt. 


But how had all his Fortune felt a Wreck, 
Had that falſe Servant ſped in ſafety back ? 
This Night his treaſur'd Heaps he meant to ſteal, 
And what a Fund of Charity would fail ! 


Thus Heav'n inſtructs thy Mind: This Trial o'er, 
Depart in Peace, reſign, and fin no more. 


On ſounding Pinions here the Youth withdrew, 
The Sage ſtood wond'ring as the Seraph flew. 
Thus look'd Eliſha, when to mount on high 
His Maſter took the Chariot of the Sky ; 

The fiery Pomp aſcending left the View ? 
The Prophet gaz'd, and wiſh'd to follow too. 


The bending Hermit here a Pray'r begun, 
Lord! as in Heav'n, on Earth thy will be done,” 
Then gladly turning, fought his ancient Place, 
And paſs'd a Life of Piety and Peace. } 

| D 2 M1 L- 


[8 }- 
MIL T O N's Invocation. *© 


F Man's firſt Diſobedience, and the Fruit 
Of that forbidden Tree, whoſe mortal Taſte 

Brought Death into the World, and all our Woe, 
With Loſs of Eden, till one greater Man 
Reſtore us, and regain the bliſsful Seat, 
Sing heav'nly Mule, that on the ſecret Top 
Of Ores, or of Sinai, didſt inſpire 
That Shepherd, who firſt taught the choſen Seed, 
In the Beginning, how the Heav'ns and Earth 
Roſe out of Chaos: Or if Sion Hill 
Delight thee more, and Siloa's Brook that flow'd 
Faſt by the Oracle of God; I thence 
Invoke thy Aid to my adven'trous Song, 
That with no middle Flight intends to ſoar 
Above Th' Aonian Mount, while it purſues 
Things unattempted yet in Proſe or Rhame., 
And chiefly Thou, O Spirit, that doſt prefer 
Betore all Temples, th* upright Heart and pure, 
Inſtra& me, for Thou know'ſt ; Thou from the firſt 
Waſt preſent, and with mighty Wings outſpread, 
Dove-like fat'ſt brooding on the vaſt Abyſs, 
And mad'ſt it pregnant: What in me is dark 
IIlumine, what is low raiſe and ſupport ; 
That to the Height of this great Argument 
I may aſſert eternal Providence, 
And juſtify the Ways of Gop to Men. 


HYMN to LIGHT. MͤiL Tro. 


AIL holy Light, Offspring of Heav'n ſirſt-born, 
1 Or of th' Eternal coeternal Beam, 
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May I expreſs thee unblam'd ?. ſince Gop is Light, 
And never but in unapproached Light 
Dwelt from Eternity, dwelt then in thee, 
Bright EMuence of bright Eſſence increate 
Or hear'ſt thou rather pure zthereal Stream 
Whoſe Fountain who ſhall tell ? before the Sun, 
Before the Heav'ns Thou wert, and at the Voice 
Of God, as with a Mantle didſt inveſt 
The riſing World of Waters dark and deep, 
Won from the void and formleſs Infinite. 
Thee I reviſit now with bolder Wing, 
Eſcap'd the Stygian Pool, tho Tang detain'd 
In that obſcure Sojourn, while in my Flight 
Through utter and through middle Darkneſs borne 
With other Notes than to th* Orphean Lyre 
I ſung of Chaos and eternal Night; 
Taught by the heav*nly Muſe to venture down 
The dark Deſcent, and up to re-aſcend, 
Though hard and rare ; thee I reviſit ſafe, 
And feel thy ſov'reign vital lamp; but thou, 
Reviſit'ſt not theſe Eyes, that roll in vain 
To find thy piercing Ray, and find no Dawn; 
So thick a Drop ſerene hath quench'd their Orbs, 
Or dim Suffuſion veil'd. Yet not the more 
Ceaſe I to wander, where the Muſes haunt 
Clear Spring, or ſhady Grove, or ſunny Hill, 
Smit with the Love of ſacred Song, but chief 
Thee, Sion, and the flow'ry Brooks beneath 
That waſh thy hallow'd Feet, and warbling flow, 
Nightly I viſit : Nor ſometimes forget 
Thoſe other two equal'd with me in Fate, + 
So were I equal'd with them in Renown. 
Blind Thamyris and blind Mæœonides, 
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And Tirefias and Phineus Prophets old : 


Then feed on Thoughts, that voluntary move 
Harmoaious Numbers; as the wakeful Bird 
Sings darkling, and in ſhadieſt Covert hid 


Tunes her nocturnal Note. Thus with the Year 


Seaſons return, but not to me returns 


Day, or the ſweet Approach of Ev'n or Morn, 


Or Sight of vernal bloom, or Summer's Roſe, 
Or Flocks, or Herds, or Human Face divine ; 
But Cloud inſtead, and ever-during Dark 
Surrounds me ! from the chearful Ways of Men 
Cut off, and for the Book of knowledge fair 
Preſented with a univerſal Blank 

Of Nature's Works, to me expung'd and ras'd, 
And Wiſdom at one Entrance quite ſhut out. 


So much the rather Thou, celeſtial Light! 


Shine inward, and the Mind thro? all her Powers 
Irradiate, there plant Eyes all Miſt from thence 
Purge and diſperſe, that I may ſee and tell 


Of Things inviſible to mortal Sight. 


The ſublime Homace of ANGELS. MIL TOR. 


7ITH folemn Adoration down they caſt 


Their Crowns inwove | with Amarant and 


Gold ; 


Then crown'd again, their golden Harps they took, 


Harps ever tun'd, that glittering by their Side 


Like Quivers hung, and with Preamble ſweet 


Of charming Symphony they introduce 
Their ſacred Song, and waken Raptures high: 

No Voice exempt, no Voice but well could join 
Melodious Part, ſuch Concord is in Heaven. 


reer 
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Thee, Father firſt they ſung Omnipotent, 
Immutable, Immortal, Infinite, 

Eternal King; Thee Author of all Being, 
Fountain of Light, thyſelf inviſible 

Amidſt the glorious Brightneſs where thou ſit'ſt 
Thron'd inacceſſible, but when thou ſhad'ſt 

The full Blaze of thy Beams, and through a Cloud 
Drawh round about thee like a radiant Shrine, 
Dark with exceſſive Bright thy Skirts appear, 

Yet dazzle Heav'n, that brighteſt Seraphim 
Approach not, but with both Wings veil their Eyes. 
Thee next they ſang, of all Creation firſt, 

| Begotten Son, Divine Similitude, 

In whoſe conſpicuous Countenance without Cloud 
Made viſible, th* Almighty Father fhines, 
Whom elſe no Creature can behold ; on thee 
Impreſs'd th* Effulgence of his Glory abides, 
Transfus'd on thee his ample Spirit reſts. 

Hail Son of Gop ! Saviour of Men, thy Name 
Shall be the copious Matter of my Song 

Hence forth, and never ſhall my Harp thy Praiſe 
Forget, nor from thy Father's Praiſe disjoin. 


ADAM and EVE ir Paradiſe. MiLToON. 


WO of far nobler Shape erect and tall, 
Godlike ereR, with native Honour clad 
In naked Majeſty ſeem'd Lords of all, | 
And worthy ſeem'd ; for in their Looks divine 
'The Image of their glorious Maker ſhone, 
Truth, Wiſdom, Sanctitude ſevere and pure, 
(Severe but in true filial Freedom plac'd) 


For Contemplation he and Valour form'd, 
Key For 


* 


1 


For Softneſs ſhe and ſweet attraiive Grace : 

He for God only; ſhe for God in him: 

His fair large Front and Eye ſublime declar'd 
Abſolute Rule; and hyacinthin Locks 
Round from his parted Forelock manly hung 
Cluſtering, but-not beneath his Shoulders broad : 
She as a Veil down to her flender Waiſt k 
Her unadorned golden Treſſes wore 

DiſhevePd, but in wanton Ringlets wav'd. 

So paſs'd they naked on, nor ſhunn'd the Sight 

. . Of Gop or Angel, for they thought no Ill : 

So Hand in Hand they paſs'd the lovelieſt Pair 
That ever ſince in Love's Embraces met. | 


The CREATION finiſs'd and  furwey'd. MitTox. 


F TERE finiſh'd he, and all that he had made 

| View'd, and behold all was entirely good ; 
So Ev'n and Morn accompliſh'd the ſixth Day: 
Yet not till the Creator from his Work 


5 Deſiſting, though unwearied, up return d, 


Up to the Heav'n of Heav'ns his high Abode, 
Thence to behold this new- created World, 

Th' Addition of his Empire, how it ſhow'd 
In Proſpect from his Throne, how good, how fair, 
Anſwering his great Idea, Up he rode 
Follow'd with Acclamation and the Sound 

Symphonious of ten thouſand Harps that tun'd 

Angelic Harmonies ; the Earth, the Air, 
| Refounded, (thou remember'ſt, for thou heard'ft) 
The Heav'ns and all the Conſtellations rung, 
The Planets in their Stations liſt'ning ſtood, 
While the bright Pomp aſcended jubilant. 
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Open, ye everlaſting Gates, they ſung, 

Open, ye Heav'ns, your everlaſting Doors; let in 
The great Creator from his Work return'd 
Magnificent, his fix Days Work, a World 


Adam relates to the Angel Raphael his pleafing Amaze- 
ment on the firſt Survey he took of himſelf. 
P . MiIL ron. 


OR Man to tell how human Life began 
Is hard; for who himſelf Beginning knew? 

Defire with thee ſtill longer to converſe 
Induc'd me. As new wak'd from ſoundeſt Sleep 
Soft on the flow'ry Herb I found me laid 
In balmy Sweat ; which with his Beams the Sun 
Soon dry'd, and on the reeking Moiſture fed. 
Strait toward Heav'n my Wand'ring Eyes I turn'd, 
And gaz'd a-while the ample Sky, till rais'd 

By quick inſtinctive Motion ap I ſprung, 
As thitherward endeavouring, and upright 
Stood on my Feet; about me round I ſaw 
Hill, Dale, and ſhady Wood, and funny Plains, 
And liquid Lapſe of murmuring Streams ; by theſe, 
Creatures that liv'd, and moy'd, and walk'd, or flew, 
Birds on the Branches warbling; all Things ſmil'd 
With Fragrance, and with Joy my Heart o'erflow'd, 
Myſelf I then perus'd, and Limb by Limb 
Survey'd, and ſometimes went, and ſometimes ran 
With ſupple Joints, as lively Vigor led : 
But who I was, or where, or from what Cauſe 
Knew not; to ſpeak I try'd, and forthwith ſpake ; 
My Tongue obey'd, and readily could name 


Whate'er I ſaw. Thou Sun, faid I, fair Light, 
And 
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And thou enlighten'd Earth, fo freſh and gay, 
Ye Hills and Dales, ye Rivers, Woods, and Plains, 
And ye that live and move, fair Creatures, tell, 
Tell, if ye ſaw, how came I thus, how here? 
Not of myſelf; by ſome great Maker then, 
In Goodneſs and in Pow'r preeminent ; 
Tell me, how may I know him, how adore, 
From whom J have that thus I move and live, 
And feel that I am happier than I know. 
While thus I call'd, and ftray'd I knew not whither. 
From where I firſt drew Air, and firſt beheld 
This happy Light, when Anſwer none return'd, 
On a green ſhady Bank, profuſe of Flow'rs, 
Penſive I fat me down; there gentle Sleep 
Firſt found me; and with ſoft Oppreſſion ſeiz'd 
My drouſed Senſe, untroubl'd, though I thought 
I then was paſſing to my former State 
Inſenſible/and forthwith to diſſolve : _ 
When ſiiddenly flood at my Head a Dream, 
Whoſe inward Apparition gently mov'd 


My Fancy to believe I yet had Being, 


And liv'd ; One came, methought, of Shape divine, 
And faid, Thy Manſion wants thee, Adam, riſe, 
Firſt Man, of Men innumerable ordain'd, 

Firſt Father, call'd by thee I come thy Guide 

To the Garden of Bliſs, thy Seat prepar'd. 

So ſaying, by the Hand he took me rais'd, 

And over Fields and Waters, as in Air 

Smooth ſliding without Step, laſt led me up 


A woody Mountain ; whoſe high Top was plain, 


A Circuit wide, inclos'd, with goodlieſt Trees 
Planted, with Walks, and Bow'rs, that what I ſaw 


Of Earth before ſcarce pleaſant ſeem'd, Each Tree 


Load- 
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Loaden with faireſt Fruit, that hung to th' Eye 

Tempting, ſtirr'd in me ſudden Appetite _ 

To pluck and eat ; whereat I wak'd, and found 

Before mine Eyes all real, as the Dream 

Had lively ſhadow'd : Here had-new begun 

My Wand'ring, had not he who was my Guide 

Up hither, from among the Trees appear d, 

Preſence divine. Rejoicing, but with Awe, 

In Adoration at his Feet I fell 

Submiſs : He rear'd me, and Whom thou ſought'ſt 
I am, | 

Said mildly, Author of all this thou ſeeſt 

Above, or round about thee, or beneath. 


Adam and Eve's Morning HYMN. . MilTon. 


HESE are thy glorious Works, Parent of Good! 
Almighty ! thine this univerſal Frame, 


Thus wond'rous fair: Thyſelf how wond*rous then? 


Unſpeakable, who fit'ſt above theſe Heavens, 

To us inviſible, or dimly ſeen 

In theſe thy loweſt Works; yet theſe declare 

Thy Goodneſs beyond Thought, and Pow'r divine. 

Speak ye who beſt can tell, Ve Sons of Light, 

Angels; for ye behold him, and with Songs 

And choral Symphonies, Day without Night, 

Circle his Throne rejoicing; ye in Heaven: 

On Earth join all ye Creatures to extol 

Him firſt, him laſt, him midſt, and without End. 

Faireſt of Stars, laſt in the Train of Night, 

If better thou belong not to the Dawn, 

Sure Pledge of Day, that crown'ſt the ſmiling Morn 

Wich thy bright Circlet, praiſe him in thy Sphere, 
While 
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While Day ariſes, that ſweet Hour of Prime. 

Thou Sun, of this great World both Eye and Soul, 

Acknowledge him thy Greater, found his Praiſe 

In thy Eternal Courſe, both when thou climb'R, 

And when high Noon haſt gain'd, and when thou 
fall'ft. 

Moon, that now meet'ſt the orient Sun, now fly'ſt, 

With the fix d Stars, fix*d in their Orb that flies, 

And ye five other wand' ring Fires that move 


In myſtic Dance not without Song, reſound 4 
His Praiſe, who out of Darkneſs call'd up Light. 

Air, and ye Elements, the eldeſt Birth 4 
Of Nature's Womb, that in 8 run | I 
Perpetual Circle, multiform ; and mix 1 


Ana nouriſh all Things; let your confelel a * 
Vary to our great Maker ſtill new Praiſe. ; 
Ye Miſts and Exhalations that now riſe 
| From Hill or ſteaming Lake, duſky or grey, 
Till the Sun paint your fleecy Skirts with Gold, 
In Honour to the World's great Author riſe ; 
Whether to deck with Clouds th* uncolour'd Sky, 
Or wet the thirſty Earth with falling Showers, 
Riſing or falling ſtill advance his Praiſe. 5 By 
His Praiſe, ye Winds, that from four Quarters blow, 
Breathe ſoft or loud; and wave your Tops, ye Pines, Thy 


With every Plant, in Sign of Worſhip wave. And 
Fountains, and ye that warble as ye flow, EE hv 
Melodious Murmurs, warbling tune his Praiſe. Aro 
Join Voices all ye living Souls; ye Birds, | 

That finging up to Heaven Gate aſcend, Maje 
Bear on your Wings, and in your Notes his Praiſe. W Ridir 
Ye that in Waters glide, and ye that walk And | 


The Earth, and ſtately tread, or lowly creep; 
| Wit- 


ge 
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Witneſs if I be ſilent, Morn or Even, 

To Hill or Valley, Fountain, or freſh Shade 
Made vocal by my Song, and taught his Praiſe. 
Hail univerſal Lord! be bounteous ſtill 

To give us only Good ; and if the Night 

Have gather'd ought of Evil, or conceal'd, 
Diſperſe it, as now Light diſpels the Dark. 


THOMSON's HYMN on the CREATION. 


HESE, as they change, Almighty F ather, 
theſe, 

Are but the varie Go. The rolling Year 

Is full of Thee, Forth in the pleaſing Spring 

Thy Beauty Walks, thy Tenderneſs and Love. 

Wide fluſh the Fields; the ſoſtening Air is Balm; 

Echo the Mountains round ; the Foreſt ſmiles ; 

And every Senſe, and every Heart is Joy. 

Then comes thy Glory in the Summer Months, 

With Light and Heat refulgent. Then thy Sun 

Shoots full Perfection thro? the ſwelling Year: 

And oft thy Voice in dreadful Thunder ſpeaks ; 

And oft at Dawn, deep Noon, or falling Eve, 

By Brooks and vor * in hollow Whiſpering 
Gales. | | 

Thy Bounty ſhines in Apia unconfin'd, . 

And ſpreads a common Feaſt for all that live, 

In Winter awful Thou! with Clouds and Storms 

Around "Thee thrown, 1 o'er Tem peſt 

roll'd, 

Majeſtic Darkneſs ! on the Whirlwind's „Wing. 

Riding ſublime, Thou bid'ſt the World adore, 

And humbleſt Nature with thy Northern Blaſt, 


E Myſ- 
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Myſterious Round ! what Skill, what Force divine, 
Deep-felt, in theſe appear! a ſimple Train, | 
Yet ſo delightful mix'd, with ſuch kind Art, 

Such Beauty and Beneficence combin'd ; 

Shade, unperceiv'd, ſo ſoftening into Shade ; ; 

And all fo forming an harmonious Whole ; 
That, as they full ſucceed, they raviſh ſtill. 

But wand'ring oft, with Brute unconſcious Gaze, 
Man marks not Thee, marks not the mighty Hand, 
That, ever buſy, wheels the ſilent Spheres ; 
Works in the ſecret Deep; ſhoots, ſteaming, thence 
The fair Profuſion that o'erſpreads: the Spring: 
Flings from the Sun direct the flaming Day; 
Feeds ev'ry Creature; hurls the Tempeſt forth, 
And, as on Earth this graceſul Change revolves, 
With tranſport touches all the Springs of Life. 


Nature, attend! join every living Soul, 
Beneath the ſpacious Temple of the Sky, 
In Adoration join ; and, ardent, raiſe 
One general Song! To Him, ye vocal Gales, 
Breathe ſoft, whoſe Spirit in your Freſhneſs breathes : 
Oh talk of Him in ſolitary Glooms ! 
Where, o' er the Rock, the ſcarcely waving Pine 
Fills the brown Shade with a religious Awe. 
And ye, whoſe bolder Note is heard afar, 
Who ſhake th' aftoniſh'd World, lift high to Heaven 
Th' impetuous Song, and ſay from whom you rage, 
His Praiſe, ye Brooks, attune, ye trembling Rills ; 
And let me catch it as I muſe along, 
Ye headlong Torrents, rapid, and profound; 
Ye ſofter Floqds, that lead the hamid Maze 
Along the-Vale ; and thou, majeſtic Main, 

| A ſe. 
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A ſecret World of Wonders in thyſelf, 
Sound his ſtupendous Praife ; whoſe greater Voice 
Or bids you roar, or bids your Roarings fall. 
Soft-roll your Incenſe, Herbs, and Fruits, and 

Flowers, 
In mingled Clouds to Him ; whoſe Sun exalts, 
Whoſe Breath perfumes you, and whoſe Pencil paints. 
Ye Foreſts bend, ye Harveſts wave, to Him; 
Breathe your ſtill Song into the Reaper's Heart, 
As Home he goes beneath the joyous Moon, 
Ye that keep Watch in Heaven, as Earth aſleep 
Unconſcious lies, effuſe your mildeſt Beams. 
Ye Conſtellations, while your Angels ſtrike, 
Amid the ſpangled Sky, the ſilver Lyre. 
Great Source of Day ! beſt Image here below 
Of thy Creator, ever pouring wide 
From World to World, the vital Ocean round, 
On Nature write with ev'ry Beam his Praiſe. 
The Thunder rolls: Be huſh'd the proſtrate World; 
While Cloud to Cloud returns the ſolemn Hymn. 
Bleat out afreſh, ye Hills: Ve moſſy Rocks, 
Retain the Sound: The broad reſponſive Low, 
Ye Vallics, raiſe ; for the Great Shepherd reigns ; 
And his «#/afering Kingdom yet will come. 
Ye Woddlands all, awake! A boundleſs Song 
Burſt from the Groves ! and when the reſtleſs Day, 
Expiring, lays the warbling World aſleep, ; 
Sweeteſt of Birds! ſweet Philomela, charm 
The lining Shades, and teach the Night his Praiſe, 
Ye Chief, for whom the whole Creation ſmiles ; 
At once theè Head, the Heart, and Tongue of all, 
Crown the great Hymn! in ſwarming Cities vaſt, 
Aſſembled Men, to the deep Organ join 
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The long-teſounding Voice, oft-breaking clear, 
At ſolemn Pauſes, thro* the fwelling Baſs; 
And, as each mingling Flame increaſes each. 

In one united Ardor riſe to Heaven. 

Or, if you rather chuſe the rural Shade, 


And find a Fane in every ſacred Grove; 


There let the Shepherd's Flute, the Virgin's Lay, 
The prompting Seraph, and the Poet's Lyre, 
Still ſing the God of Seaſons as they roll. 

For me, when I forget the darling Theme, 
Whether the Bloſſom blows, the Summer Ray 
Ruſſets the Plain, i»/þ/ring Autumn gleams ; 

Or Winter riſes in the blackening Eaſt; 

Be my Tongue mute, may Fancy paint no more, 
And, dead to Joy, forget my Heart to beat ! 


Should Fate command me to the fartheſt Verge 
Of the green Earth, to diſtant barbarous Climes, 
Rivers unknown to Song ; where firſt the Sun 
Gilds Indian Mountains, or his ſetting Beam 
Flames on th* Atlantic Iles ; tis nought to me: 
Since God is ever preſent, ever felt, ; 
In the void Waſte as in the City full ; 

And where He vital ſpreads there muſt be Joy. 
When even at laſt the ſolemn Hour ſhall come, 
And wing my myſtic Flight to future Worlds, 

I chearful will obey ; there, with new Powers, ' 
Will riüng Wonders ſing ; I cannot go 

Where univerſal Love not ſmiles around, 
Suſtaining all yon* Orbs, and all their Sons; 
From /eeming Evil ſtill educing Good, 

And Better thence again, and Better ſtill, 

But I loſe 


1 * 1 
Myſelf in Him, in Light ineffable ! 
Come then, expreſſive Silence, muſe His Praiſe. 


The Symphony of the Spring. THOMSON. 


— Up- ſprings the Lark, 

Shriff-voic'd and loud, the Meſſenger of Morn ; ; 
Ere yet the Shadows fly, he mounted ſings 

Amid the dawning Clouds, and from their Haunts 
Calls up the tuneful Nations. Every Copſe 
Deep-tangled, Tree irregular, and Buſh, 
Bending with dewy Moiſture o'er the Heads 

Of the coy Quiriſters that lodge within, 

Are prodigal of Harmony. The Thruſh 

And Wood Lark, o'er the kind contending Throng 
Superior heard, run thro' the ſweeteſt Length 

Of Notes ; when liſtening Philomela deigns 

To let them joy, and purpoſes, in Thought 
Elate, to make her Night excel their Day. 

The Blackbird whiſtles from the thorny Brake; 
The mellow Bull-finch anſwers from the Grove : 
Nor are the Linnets, o'er the flowering Furze 
Pour'd out profuſely, filent. Join'd to theſe 
Innumerous Songſters, in the freſhening Shade 
Of new ſprung Leaves, their Modulations mix 
Mellifluous. The Jay, the Rook, the Daw, 

And each harſh Pipe diſcordant heard alone, 

Aid the full Concert : While the Stock Dove breathes 
A melancholy Murmur thro' the Whole. 
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The Dawn of Summer's Day. THOM50N, 


HITE break the Cloud: eg. With 
qucken'd Step, 

Brown Night retires. Young Day pours in apace, 
And opens all the lawny Proſpect wide. 
The dripping Rock, the Mountain's miſty Top 
Swell on the Sight, and brighten with the Dawn. 
Blue, thro? the Duſk, the ſmoaking Currents ſhine ; 
And from the bladed Field the fearful Hare 
Limps aukward ; while along the Foreſt Glade 
The wild Deer trip, and often turning gaze 
At early Paſſenger. Muſic awakes, 
The native Voice of undiſſembled Joy; 
And thick around the woodland Hymns ariſe, 
Rous'd by the Cock, the ſoon-clad Shepherd leaves 
His mofly Cottage, where with Peace he dwells ; 
And from the crouded Fold, in Order, drives, 
His Flock, to taſte the Verdure of the Morn. 


SUNRISTNG. Tnouso. 


UT yonder comes the powerful King of Day, 
Rejoicing in the Eaſt. The leſſening Cloud 
'The kindling Azure, and the Mountain's Brow- 
Illum'd with fluid Gold, his near Approach 
Betoken glad. Lo! now apparent all, 
Aſlant the Dew- bright Earth, and colour'd Air, 
He looks in boundleſs Majeſty abroad: 
And ſheds the ſhining Day, that burniſh'd plays 
On Rocks, and Hills, and Towers, and wandering 
| Streams, 
High-gleaming from afar. Prime Chearer _ 
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Of all material Beings firſt, and beſt ! 

Efflux divine! Nature's reſplendent Robe! 
Without whoſe veſting Beauty all were wrapt 
In uneſſential Gloom; and thou, O Sun! 

Soul of ſurrounding Worlds! in whom beſt ſeen 
Shines out thy Maker! may I ſing of thee ? 


HYMN to the SUN. THOMSON. 


NFORMER of the Planetary Train! 
Without whoſe quickening Glance their cumbrous 
Orbs 

Were brute unlovely Maſs, inert and dead, 
And not as now the green Abodes of Life; 
How many Forms of Being wait on thee ! 
Inhaling Spirit; from th' unfetter'd Mind, 
By thee ſublim'd, down. to the daily Race, 
The mixing Myriads of thy ſetting Beam, 


The vegetable World is alſo thine, 
Parent of Seaſons / round thy beaming Car, 
High-ſeen, the-S2a/ons lead, in ſprightly Dance 
Harmonious knit, the roſy-finger'd Hours, 
The Zephyrs floating looſe, the timely Rains, 
Of Bloom ætherial the light-footed Dew, 
And foften'd into Joy the ſurly Storms. 
Theſe, in ſucceſſive Turn, with lawiſh Hand, 
Shower every Beauty, every Fragrance ſhower, 
Herbs, Flowers, and Fruits; till kindling at thy 

Touch, | 


From Land, to Land is fluſh'd the mel Year. 


The very dead Creation, from thy Touch, 
Aſſumes a Mimic Life, By thee refin'd, 
In 
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In brighter Mazes, the relucent Stream 
Plays o'er the Mead. The Precipice abrupt, 
Projecting Horror on the blacken d Flood, 
Softens at thy Return. The Deſart joys 
Wildly, thro! all his melancholy Bounds. 
Rude Ruins glitter; and the briny Deep, 
Seen from ſome pointed Promontory's Top, 
Far to the blue Horizon's utmaſt Verge, 
Reſtleſs, reflects a floating Gleam. But This, 
And all the much-tranſported Mute can ſing, 
Are to thy Beauty, Dignity, and Uſe, 
Unequal far, great delegated Source 


Of Light, and Life, and Grace, and Joys below ! 


How ſhall-I then attempt tofing-of Him, 
Who, Light himſelf, in uncreated Light 
Inveſted deep, dwells awfully retir'd 
From mortal Exe, or Angel's purer Ken; 
Whoſe ſingle Smile has, from the firſt of Time, 
Fill'd, overflowing, all thaſe Lamps of Heaven, 
That beam for ever thro' the boundleſs Sky: 
But, ſhould he hide his Face, th' aſtoniſh'd Sun, 
And all thi-extinguifli*d Stars, would looſening reel 
Wide from their Spheres, and Chaos come again. 


And yet was every fault'ring Tongue of Man, 
Almighty Father ! filent in thy Praiſe, 
Thy Works themſelves would raiſe a general Voice, 
Even in the Depth of ſolitary Woods, 
By human Foot untrod, proclaim thy Power, 
And to the Quire celeſtial Thee reſound, 
Th' eternal. Cauſe, Support, and End of all! 


The 
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| The PRAISE of th MORNING; 
Or, The Sluggard Reproved, Tnousox. 


ALSELY luxurious, will not Man awake 
And, ſpringing from the Bed of Sloth, enjoy 

The cool, the fragrant, and the ſilent Hour, 
To Meditation due, and ſacred Song? 
For is there ought in Sleep can charm the Wiſe ? 
To lye in dead Oblivion, loſing Half 
The fleeting Moments of too ſhort a Life ? 
Total Extinction of the enlighten'd Soul; 
Or elſe to feveriſh Vanity alive, 
Wilder'd, and toſſing thro? diſtemper'd Dreams? 
Who would in ſuch a gloomy State remain, 
Longer than Nature craves; when every Muſe 
And every blooming Pleaſure wait without, 
To bleſs the wildly-devious Morning Walk ? . 


A Storm of Thunder and Lightening, Fhousox. 


7 IS liſtening Fear, and dumb Amazement all: 
When to the ſtartled Eye the ſudden Glance 

Appears far South, eruptive thro' the Cloud; 

And following ſlower, in Exploſion vaſt, 

The Thunder raiſes his tremendous Voice. 

At firſt, heard ſolemn o'er the Verge of Heaven, 

The Tempeſt growls ; but as it nearer comes, 

And rolls its awful Burden on the Wind, 

The Light'nings flaſh a larger Curve and more 

The Noiſe aſtounds: till over Head a Sheet 

Of livid Flame diſcloſes wide, then ſhuts 

And opens wider, ſhuts and opens ſtill 


Fxpanſive, wrapping Ether in a Blaze, 
Fol- 
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Follows the looſen'd aggravated Roar, , 
Enlarging, deepening, mingling, Peal on Peal 
Cruſh'd horrible, convulſing Heaven and Earth. 


Down comes a Deluge of ſonorous Hail, 
Or prone- deſcending Rain. Wide-rent, the Clouds 
Pour a whole Flood ; and yet, its Flame unquench'd, 
Th' unconquerable Light'ning ſtruggles thro? 
Ragged and fierce, or in red whirling Balls, 
And hires the Mountain with redoubled Rage, 
Black from thè Stroke, above, the ſmouldring Pine 
Stands a ſad ſhatter*d Trunk; and, ftretch'd below, 
A lifeleſs Groupe the blaſted Cattle lie ; 
Here the foft Flocks, with that ſame harmleſs Look 
They wore alive, and ruminating ſtill 
In Fancy's Eye! and there the frowning Bull, 
And Ox half-rais'd, Struck on the caſtled Cliff, 
The venerable Tower and ſpiry Fane 
Refign their aged Pride. The gloomy Woods 
Start at the Flaſh, and from the deep Receſs, 
Wide-flaming out, their trembling Inmates ſhake, 
Amid Carnarwon's Mountains rages loud 


The repercuſſive Roar: with mighty Cruſh, 7 
Into the flaſhing Deep, from the rude Rocks 

Of Penmanmaur heap'd hideous to the Sky, 9 
Tumble the fmitten Cliffs; and Snowder's Peak, 

Diſſolving, inſtant yields his wintry Load. A 

Far ſeen, the Heights of heathy Cheviot blaze, H. 

And Thule bellows thro' her utmoſt Iſles. H 

E * Se 
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A Prayer 


Lr 
A Prayer for the Profperity of Great-Britain. 


Tnousox. 


Thou! by whoſe almighty Ned the Scale 

Of Empire riſes, or alternate falls, 
Send forth the ſaving Vir Tues round the Land, 
In bright Patrole : White Peace, and ſocial Lowe 
The tender-looking Charity, intent * 
On gentle Deeds, and ſhedding Teats thro? Smiles; 
Undaunted: Truth, and Dignity of Mind; 
Courage compos'd, and keen; found Temperance, 
Healthful in Heart and Look; clear Chaſtity 
With Bluſhes reddening as ſhe moves along, 
Diſorder'd at the deep Regard ſhe draws ; 
Rough Induſtry, Activity untir'd, 
With copious Life inform'd, and all awake; 
While in the radiant Front, ſuperior ſhines 
That firſt paternal Virtue, public Zeal, 
ds Who throws o'er all an equal wide Survey, 
| And, ever muſing on the common Weal, 
hake. Still labours glorious with ſome great Deſign. 


- 


Meral Reflections on a future State; Trons0N. 


7 I'S done Dread WI TER ſpreads his 


ca, | lateſt Glooms, | 
And reigns tremendous o'er the conquer'd Year, 
Cs How dead the vegetable Kingdom lies ! 


How dumb the tuneful! Horror wide extends 

His deſolate Domain. Behold, fond Man! 

See here thy pictur'd Life; paſs ſome few Vears 

Thy flowering . Spring, thy Summer s ardent 
Strength, | 


Thy 


rayer 
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Thy ſober Autumn fading into Age, 
And pale concluding Winter comes at laſt, 
And ſhuts the Scene. Ah! whither now are fled 
Thoſe Dreams of Greatneſs ; thoſe unſolid H 
Of Happineſs ? thoſe Longings after Fame ? 
Thoſe reſtleſs Cares ? thoſe buſy buſtling Days ? 
Thoſe gay-ſpent, feſtive-Nights ? thoſe veering 

Thoughts, 

Loſt between Good and Ill, that ſhar'd thy Life? 
All now are vaniſh'd ! Virtue ſole ſurvives, 
Immortal, never-failing Friend of Man, 
His Guide to Happineſs on high.— And ſee ! 
"Tis come, the glorious Morn ! the ſecond Birth 


Of Heaven and Earth! Awakening Nature hears 
The zer- creating Word, and ſtarts to Life, 
In every heighten'd Form, from Pain and Death 


For ever free. The great eternal Scheme 
Involving All, and in a perfect Whole 

Uniting, as the Proſpect wider ſpreads, 

To Reaſon's Eye refin*d clears up apace. 

Ye vainly Wiſe ! ye blind Preſumptuous ! now, 
Confounded in the Duſt, adore that Power, 

And Wiſdom oft arraign'd : See now the Cauſe, 
Why unaſſuming Worth in ſecret liv'd, 


And dy d, neglected: Why the good Man's Share 


In Life was Gall and Bitterneſs of Soul ; 


Why the lone Widow, and her Orphans pin'd, 


In ſtarving Solitude: while Luxury, 


In Palaces, lay ftraining her low Thoughts, 


To form unreal Wants: Why Heaven-born Truth 
And Moderation fair, wore the red Marks 


Of Superſtition's Scourge : Why licens'd Pain, 


That cruel Spoiler, that emboſom'd Foe, | 
Im- 


ring 
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Inbitter'd all our Bliſs. Ve good Diſtreſt! 
Ye noble Few ! who here unbending ſtand 
Reneath Life's Preſſure, yet bear up a while, 
And what your bounded View, which only ſaw 
A little Part, deem'd Evil is no more: 

The Storms of Win'try Time will quickly paſs, - 
And one unbounded: Spring encircle All, 


l Trnomson. 


ATHER of Light and Life! thou good ſupreme! 
O teach me what 1s good ! teach me Thyſelf! 

Save me from Folly, Vanity, and Vice, 

From every low Purſuit ! and feed my Soul 

With Knowledge, conſcious Peace, and Virtue Pure, 

Sacred, ſubſtantial, never-fading Bliſs ! 


Man a Miracle to Himſelf. Youns. 


OW poor? how rich? how abject? how auguſt : 
How complicate ? how wonderful is Man? 

How paſſing wonder HE, who made him ſuch ? 

Who center'd in our. Make ſuch ſtrange Extremes ? 
From different Natures marvelouſly mixt, | 
Connexion exquiſite of diſtant Worlds! - 

Diſtinguiſht Link in Being's endleſs Chain! : 

Midway from Nothing to the Deity “ 

A Beam æthereal, ſully*d, and abſorpt ! 

Tho? fully'd and diſhonour'd, ſtill Divine! 

Dim Miniature of Greatneſs abſolute ! 

An Heir of Glory ! a frail Child of Duſt ! 

Helple/s Immortal! InſeQ Infinite ! 


A Worm! a God I tremble at myſelf, 


F And 


Loſt and bewilder'd in the fruitleſs Search; 
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And in myſelf am loſt! at Home a Stranger, 
Thought wanders up and down, ſurpriz'd, aghaſt, 
And wondering at her own How Reaſon reels ! 


O what a Miracle to Man is Man, 


Triumphantly diſtreſs'd! what Joy, what Dread! 
Alternately tranſported, and alarm'd! 

What can preſerve my Life ? or what deſtroy ? 

An Angel's Arm can't ſnatch me from the Grave 
Legions of 1 can't conſine me There. 


WW 


Thou great Arbiter of Life and Death! 
Nature's immortal, immaterial Sun! 


| Whoſe all prolific Beam late call'd me forth 


From Darkneſs, teeming Darkneſs, where I lay 
The Worm's inferior, and in Rank, beneath 
The Duſt I tread on, high to bear my Brow ; 
To drink the Spirit of the golden Day, 


And triumph in Exiſtence ; and could'ſt know 


No Motive but my Bliſs ; and haſt ordain'd 
A. Riſe in Bleſſing! with the Patriarch's Joy, 


Thy Call I follow to the Land unknown; 


T truſt in thee, and know in whom I truſt ; 
Or Life, or Death, is equal; neither weighs, 


All Weight in this—O let me live to Thee! 


The Darkneſs of Providence. _ Apv150N. 
THE Ways of Heaven are dark and intricate, 


Puzzled in Mazes, and perplex d with 


Errors: 
Our Underſtanding traces them in vain, 


% 


Nor 
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Nor 
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Nor ſees with how much Art the Windings * 
Nor where the regular Confuſion ends, 


Cato s alte on the Innortalit m the Soul. 
AD DISON. 


T muſt be ſo—Plato, thou reaſon'ſt well ! 
Elſe whence this pleaſing Hope, this fond Deſire, 

This Longing after Immortality? 
Or whence this ſecret Dread, and inward Horror, 
Of falling into Nought ? why ſhrinks the Soul 
Back on herſelf, and ſtartles at Deſtruction? 
'Tis the Divinity that ſtirs within us, 
Tis Heaven itſelf that points out an Hereafter, 
And intimates Eternity to Man. - 
Eternity ! thou pleaſing, dreadful Thought ! 
Through what Variety of untry'd Being, 
Through what new Scenes and Changes muſt we paſs! 


The wide, th* unbounded Proſpect lies before me; 


But Shadows, Clouds, and Darkneſs reſt upon it. 
Here will I hold. If there's a Power above us, 
(And that there is all Nature cries aloud 


Through all her Works) he muſt delight in Virtue ; 


And that which he delights in muſt be happy, 


The Sick Man and the AN GEL. Gar. 


S there no Hope? the ſick Man faid, 
The ſilent Doctor ſhook his Head, 
And took his Leave with Signs of Sorrow, 

Deſpairing of his Fee To-morrow. 


When thus the Man, with gaſping Breath, 
I feel the chilling Wound of Death, 


F 2 Since 
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Since I muſt bid this World adieu, 

Let me my former Life review. | 

I grant, my Bargains well were made, 

But all Men over-reach in Trade; 

Tis Self Defence in each Profeſſion; 

Sure Self-Defence is no Tranſgreſſion. 

The little Portion in my Hands, 

Is well increas'd. If unawares, 

My Juſtice to myſelf and Heirs, 

Hath let my Debtor rot in Jail, 

For Want of good ſufficient Bail; 

If I by Writ, or Bond, or Deed, 

Reduc'd a Family to Need, | 
My Will hath made the World Amends; 
My Hope on Charity depends, 

When I am number'd with the Dead, 

And all my pious Gifts are read, 

By Heaven and Earth *twill then be known, 
My Charities were amply ſhown. - 


Ak Angel came. Ah Friend! he ery'd, 
No more in flatt'ring Hope confide. 
Can thy good Deeds in former Times 
Outweigh the Balance of thy Crimes ? 
What Widow or what Orphan prays 
- To crown thy Life with Length of Days ? 
A pious Action's in thy Power, 
Embrace with Joy the happy Hour ; 
Now, while you draw the vital Air, 
Prove your Intention is ſincere : 
This Inſtant give an Hundred Pound; 
Your Neighbours want, and you abound. 


n 


But 
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But why ſach Haſte, the fick Man whines, 
Who knows as yet what Heaven deſigns ? 
Perhaps I may recover ftill: 

That Sum and more are in my Will. 


Fool, ſays the Viſion, now tis plain, 
Your Life, your Soul, your Heav'n was Gain 
From every Side, with all your Might, 
You ſcrap'd, and ſcrap'd beyond your Right, 
And after Death would fain atone, 
By giving what 1s not your own. 


While there is Life, there's Hope, he cry'd : 
Then why ſuch Haſte ? fo groan'd and dy'd. 


The Hart and many FRIENDS, Gar. 


RIENDSHIP, like Love, is but a Name, 
Unleſs to one you ſtint the Flame. 

The Child, whom many Fathers ſhare, 

Hath ſeldom known a Father's Care ; 

"Tis thus in Friendſhips ; who depend 

On many, rarely find a Friend, 


A Hare, who, in a civil Way, 
Complied with every Thing, like Gay, 
Was known by all the beſtial Train, 

Who haunt the Wood, or graze the Plain; 
Her Care was, never to offend, | 
And ev'ry Creature was her Friend. 


As forth ſhe went at early Dawn, 
To taſte the dew-beſprinkled Lawn, 
| F 3 Behind 
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Behind ſhe hears the Hunter's Cries, 

And from the deep-mouth'd Thunder flies; 
She ſtarts, ſlie ſtops, ſhe pants for Breath, 
She hears the near Advance of Death, 


She doubles to miſlead the Hound, 


And meaſures back her mazy Round; 
Till, fainti ng in the public Way, 
Half. dead with Fear the gaſping lay. 


What Tranſport in her Boſom grew, 
When firſt the Horſe appear'd in View ! 


Let me, ſays ſhe, your Back aſcend, 
And cwe my Safety to a Friend; 
You know my Feet betray my Flight, 
To Friendſhip ev'ry Burden's light. 


The Horſe reply'd, poor honeſt Puſs, 
It grieves my Heart to ſee thee thus ; 
Be comſorted, Relief is near; 

For all your Friends are in the Rear. 


She next the ſtately Bull implor'd ; 


And thus reply'd the mighty Lord: 


Since ev'ry Beaſt alive can tell 

That I fincerely wiſh you well, 

I may, without Offence, pretend 

To take the Freedom of a Friend; 
Love calls me hence: a fav'rite Cow 
Expects me near yon Barley Mow ; 
And when a Lady's in the Caſe, | 
You know all other Things give Place. 
To leave you thus might feem unkind ; 


But fee the Goat is juſt behind. 


L 


The Goat remark*d her Pulſe was high, 
Her languid Head, her heavy Eye; 
My Back, ſays he, may do you Harm; 
The Sheep's at hand, and Wool is warm. 


The Sheep was feeble, and complain'd, 
His Sides a Load of Wool ſuſtain'd. 
Said he was ſlow, confeſt his Fears ; 
For Hounds eat Sheep as well as Hares. 


She now the trotting Calf addreſt, 
To ſave from Death a Friend diſtreſt. 


Shall I, ſays he, of tender Age, 
In this important Care engage? 
Older and abler paſt you by ; | 
How ſtrong are thoſe ! how weak am 11 
Should I preſume to bear you hence, 
Thoſe Friends of mine may take Offence. 
Excuſe me then. You know my Heart: 
But deareſt Friends, alas, muſt part! 
How ſhall we all lament ! Adieu. 
For ſee the Hounds are juſt in View. 


The CourT of DEaTy. + Gary, 


EATH on a folemn Night of State, 
In all his Pomp of Terrors fate ; 
Th' Attendants on his gloomy Reign, 
Diſeaſes dire, a ghaſtly Train, 
Croud the vaſt Court. With hollow Tone 
A Voice thus thunder'd from the Throne. 
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This Night our Miniſter we name, 
Let ev'ry Servant ſpeak his Claim; 
Merit ſhall bear this Ebon Wand. 
All at the Word ftretch'd forth their Hand. 


Fever, with burning Heat poſſeſt, 
Advanc'd, and for the Wand addreſt. 
I to the weekly Bills appeal; 

Let thoſe expreſs my fervent Zeal, 
On ev'ry flight Occaſion near, | 
With Violence I pe ſevere. 


Next Gout appears, with limping Pace, 
Pleads how he ſhifts from Place to Place, 
From Head to Foot how ſwift he flies, 

And ev'ry Joint and Sine plies ; 
Still working when he ſeems ſuppreſt, 
A moft tenacious, ſtubborn Gueſt. 


A haggard Spectre from the Crew - + 
Crawls forth, and thus aſſerts his Due. 
Tis I who taint the ſweeteſt Joy, 
And in the Shape of Love deſtroy: 
My Shanks, ſunk Eyes, and noſeleſs Face, 
Prove my Pretenſions to the Place. 


Stone urg'd his ever-growing Force, 
And, next, Con{umption's meagre Corſe, - 
With feeble Voice that ſcarce was heard, 
Broke with ſhort Coughs, his Suit preferr'd : 
Let none object my ling ring Way, 
I gain, like Fabius, by Delay, 
Fatigue, and weaken ev'ry Foe | 
By long Attack, ſecure tho flow. 


Plague 
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Plague repreſents his rapid Power, 
Who thinn'd a Nation in an Hour. 


All ſpoke their Claim, je hop'd ho Wand, 


Now Expectation huſh'd the Band ; 


When thus the Monarch from the Throne: 


Merit was ever modeſt known. 

What, no Phyſician ſpeak. his Right ! 

None here ?—But Fees their Toils requite. 

Let then Intemp'rance take the Wand, 
Who fills with Gold their zealous Hand. 

You, Fever, Gout, and all the Reſt, 

(Whom wary Men, as Foes, deteſt) | 

Forego your Claim; no more pretend: 

Intemp'rance is eſteem'd a Friend; 

He ſhares their Mirth, their ſocial Joys, 

And as a courted Gueſt deſtroys, | 

The Charge on him muſt juſtly fall, 

Who finds e for you all. 


FALSE GREATNESS. Warrs. © 


I 
YL o, forbear to call him bleſt, 


Should all the Treaſures of the Neft? 

Meet, and conſpire to make him great, 

I know thy better Thoughts, I know 

Thy Reaſon can't deſcend fo low. 

Let a broad Stream with golden Sands 
Thro' all his Meadows roll, 

He's but a Wretch, with all his Lands, 

That wears a narrow Soul. 


That only boaſts a large Eſtate : '. 
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He ſwells amidſt his dſt Store, 
And proudly poizing what he weighs, 


In his own Scale he fondly lays 


Huge Heaps of ſhining Ore, 
He ſpreads the Balance wide to hold 
His Manors and his Farms, 
And cheats the Beam with Loads of Gold 
He hugs between his Arms. 
So might the Plough-Boy climb a Tree, { 
When Cre/u; mounts his Throne, 


And both ſtand up, and ſmile to ſee | 


How long their Shadow's grown. 
Alas ! how vain their Fancies be 
To think that Shape their own ! 
p > $i o . | 


Thus mingled ſtill with Wealth and State, | 


'- Cre/us himſelf can never know; 


His true Dimenſions and his Weight 
Are far inferior to their Show. 

Were ] ſo tall to reach the Pole, 

Or graſp the Ocean with my Span, 
J muſt be meaſur'd by my Soul: 


The Mind's the Standard of the: Man. 


4 Srnncn 
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Ibrien of King Henry the Fourth, upon his re- 


ceiving News in the Night, of the Rebellion of the 
Earl of Northumberland. SHAKE. 


OW many Thouſands of my pooreſt Subjecte 
Are at this Hour aſleep ! O gentle Sleep 

Nature's ſoft Nurſe, how have I frighted thee, 
That thou no more wilt weigh my Eye-lids down, 
And ſteep my Senſes in forgetfulneſs? 
Why rather, Sleep, lyeſt thou in ſmoaky Huts, 
Upon uneaiy Pallets ſtretching thee, 
And huſht with buzzing Night-flies to thy Slumber ; 
Than in the perfum'd Chambers of the Great, 
And lull'd with Sounds of ſweeteſt Melody? 
O thou dull God ! why lyeſt thou with the Vile 
In loathſome Beds, and leav'ſt the Kingly Couch 
Beneath rich Canopies of coſtly State, 
A Watch-caſe to a common *Larum-bell ? 
Wilt thou upon the high and giddy Maſt, 
Seal up the Ship-boy's Eyes, and rock his Brains, 
In Cradle of the rude imperious Surge; 
And in the Viſitation of the Winds, 
Who take the ruffian Billows by the Top, 
Curling their monſtrous Heads and hanging them 
With deaf'ning Clamours in the ſlippery Shrouds, 
That, with the Hurly, Death itſelf awakes ? 
Canſt, thou, O partial Sleep! give thy Repoſe 
To the wet Sea-boy, in an Hour fo rude ? 
And, in the calmeſt, and the ſtilleſt Night, 
With all Appliances and Means to boot, 
Deny it to a King ? 'Then, happy, lowly Clown, 
Uneaſy hes the Head that wears a Crown. 


Cards 


— 
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Cardinal Wols EY Lamentation of his Fall. 
| © SHAKESPEAR, 


neſs ! 
This is the State of Man; to-day he puts forth 
'The tender Leaves of Hope ; to-morrow bloſſoms, 
And bears his bluſhing Honours thick upon him; 
The third Day comes a Froſt, a killing Froſt, 
And when he thinks, good ealy Man, fall ſurely 
His Greatneſs is a ripening, nips his Root; 


Funn. a long Farewell to all my Great- 


And then falls, as I do. I have ventur'd, 


Like little wanton Boys that fwim on Bladders, 


| + Theſe many Summers, in a Sea of Glory; 
But far beyond my Depth: My high-blown Pride 
At length broke under me; and now has left me, 


Weary and old with Service, to the Mercy 

Of a rude Stream, that muſt for ever hide me. 
Vain Pomp and Glory of this World, I hate you; 
I feel my Heart new open*d. Oh, how wretched. 
Is that poor Man, that hangs'on Princes Favours ! 
There is, betwixt that Smile which we aſpire to, 
That fweet Regard of Princes, and our Ruin, 
More Pangs and Fears than War and Women know ; 
And when he falls, he falls like Lucifer, 

Never to hope again. 

Cromwell, I did not think to ſhed a Tear 

In all my Miſeries ; but thou haſt forc'd me, 

Out of thy honeſt Truth, to play the Woman 
Let's dry our Eyes: And thus far hear me, Cromwell ; 
Mark but my Fall, and that which ruin'd me, 
And when I am forgotten, as I ſhall be, 


And ſleep in dull cold As where no Mention 


Of 
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Of me muſt more be heard: Say then, I taught thee 
Say, Volſey, that once rode the Waves of Glory, 
And ſounded all the Depths and Shoals of Honour, 
Found thee a Way, out of this Wreck, to riſe in ; 
A ſure and ſafe one, tho' thy Maſter miſs'd it. 
Cremwell, I charge thee, fling away Ambition; 
By that Sin fell the Angels; how can Man then 
(The Image of his Maker) hope to win by't ? | 
Love thyſelf laſt; cheriſh thoſe Hearts that wait thee; 
Corruption wins not more than Honeſty. : 
Still in thy right Hand carry gentle Peace, 
To filence envious Tongues. Be juſt, and fear not. 
Let all the Ends thou ain''f at, be thy Country's, 
Thy God's, and Truth's: Then if thou fall'ſt. O 
Cromewell, 
Thou fall'& a bleſſed Martyr. Serve the King 7 
And, prithee, lead me ij —— 
There take an Inventory of all T have; 
To the laſt Penny, tis the King's. My Robe, - 
And my Integrity to Heaven, 1s all 
I now dare calt my own. © O Cromwell, Cromwell, - 
Had I but ſerv'd my Gov with half the Zeal 
I ſerv'd my King, he would not in mine Age 
Have left me naked to mine Enemies: 


— 


| Preſeraiation by Land and by Seas. 


A Divide 0 DE. * 
| ' Srkerarok- 
OW are thy Servants bleſt, O Lord? 
How ſure is their Defence! 
nn 7 
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16 foreign Realms, and Lands remote, 
Supported by Thy Care, | 
Through burning Climes I paſs'd unhurt, 
And breath d in tainted Air. 825 | 


3. Thy Mercy ſweeten· d ev'ry Sail, 
Made ev'ry Region pleaſe ; ; 
The hoary Alpine Hills is warm'd, 
And {mooth'd_ the Tyrrhene Seas. 


iS 4. Think, O my Soul, devoutly think, 
* 2 Ha with affrighted Eyes * 
Thou ſfaw'ſt the wide extended Deep 
In all its . riſe! 


5. Confuſion dwelt in ev? ry Face, 
And Fear in ev'ry Heart; I, 
When Waves on Waves, and Gulphs i in Gulphs 
.« Ofercame the Pilot's Art. 


6. Vee then, Som all my Gries O Lord, 

Thy Mercy ſet me free, | 2. 

Whilſt in the Confidence of Prayer * 
My Soul took Hold on Thee; 


7. For tho' in dreadful Whirls we hung 
High on the broken Wave, 
T knew Thou wert not flow to Hear, 
Nor Impotent to Save. A 


8. The Storm was laid, the Winds retir'd, ” | 
' Obedient to thy Will; 4. Bi 
The Sea, that roar'd at thy Command, _ | 
At thy Command was ftill, © 1 Tl 

5 


n 
s In Midſt of Dangers, Fears, and Deaths. 
| Thy Goodneſs I'll adore, 
And Sraife thee for thy Mercies paſt; ; 
And * hope for more. 


10. My Life, if thou preſerv'ſt my Lite, 
Thy Sacrifice ſhall be ; 
And Death, if Death muſt be my Doom, 
Shall join my Soul to Thee. 


RECOVERY frm SICKNESS. 
A Divine ODE. 


HEN riſing from the Bed of Death, 
O'erwhelm'd with Guilt and Fear, 
I ſee my Maker, Face to Face, 
O how ſhall I appear! 


2, If yet, while Pardon may be found, 
And Mercy may be ſought, _ 
My Heart with inward Horror ſhrinks, 
And trembles at the Thought ; 


3. When thou, O Lord, ſhalt ſtand diſclos d 
In Majeſty ſevere, © | 
And fitin Jadgment on ny; Soul, - 
O how ſhall I appear! | 


4. But Thou haſt told the troubled Mind, 
Who does her Sins lament t. 
The timely Tribute of her Tears 
Shall endleſs Woe prevent. 


G2 5. Then 


SPECTATOR, : 


2 


T 
5. Then fee the Sorrows of my Hoart. * 
Ere yet it be too late; 


And hear my Saviour's dying Groans 
To give thoſe Sorrows Weight. 


6. For never ſhall my Soul deſpair 
Her Pardon to procure, 
Who knows thine only Son has dy'd 
'To make her Pardon fure. 


An EPITAPH, | SpnCTATOR. 


ERE Innocence and Beauty lies, whoſe Breath 
Was ſnatch*d by early, not untimely Death. 
Hence did ſhe go juſt as ſhe did begin 
Sorrow to know, before ſhe knew to fin. 
Death, that does Sin and Sorrow thus prevent, - 
Is the next Bleſſing to a Lie ROW 


* 


On Mrs. Maso. #n Briſtol Cathodral. 
By the Rey, Mr. W. Magon, 


AKE, holy Earth, all that my Sou! holds 
dear! 

Take that beſt Gift which Heav'n ſo lately gave; 

To Briſtol's Fount I bore with trembling Care 

+ Her faded Form : She bow'd to taſte the Wave, 

And died—Does Youth, does Beauty read the Line? 

Does ſympathetic Fear their Breaſts alarm ? 

Speak, dead MARIA ! breathe a Strain divine; 

Ev*n from the Grave thou ſhalt have Power to charm. 

Bid them be chaſte, be innocent, like thee ; 
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Bid them in Duty*s Sphere as meekly move; 
And if fo fair, from Vanity as fre: 

As firm in Friendſhip, and as fond in Love, 

Tell them, tho? *tis an awful Thing to die. 
(Twas ev'n to thee) yet the dread Path once trod, 
Heavn lifts its everlaſting Portals high, | 
And bids the . Pure in Heart behold their God:“ 


On the Counteſs 3 of Pembroke, 
| SPECTATOR, 


NDERNEATH this Marble Hearſe 
Lies the Subject of all Verſe, 
Sydney's Siſter, Pembroſe's Mother; JD, 
Death, ere thou haſt kill'd another, Te 
Fair and learn'd, and good as ſhe, _ W 
Time ſhall throw a Dart at Thee. | 


An EPITAPH, by BZN. Jounson. 


NDERNEATH this Stone doth lie 
As much Virtue as cou'd die; 
Which when alive did Vigour give 
To as much Beauty as cou'd live. 


On Sir Godfrey Kneller, Porz. 


2 „ by Heav'n, and not a Maſter taught, 

Whoſe Art was Nature, and whoſe Pictures 
thought; | 

Now for two Ages having ſnatch'd from Fate 

Whate'er was Beauteous, or whate'er was Great, 

Reſts crown'd with Princes Honours, Poets 8 

Due to his Merit, and brave Thirſt of Praiſe, | 


U - 


Living, great Nature fear'd he might outvie 
Her Works; and dying, fears herſelf may die. 


On the Czar Peter the Gf. PLarn Drearer. 


- Here under Depoſited 
Lies All that cou'd die, of a Man Immortal, 
PETER ALEXIOVITZ: 
It is almoſt ſuperfluous to add 


GREAT EMPEROR OF RUuSS1Aa: 


A Title! 
Which, inſtead of adding to his Glory, 
Became Glorious by His wearing it. 
Let Antiquity be dumb, 
Nor boaſt her ALEXANDER, 
Or her C SAR. 
How eaſy was Victory 
- To Leaders, who were followed by Heroes ! 

And whoſe Soldiers felt a noble Diſdain, 


Io be thought leſs awake than their Generals ! 


„ Sat HE. | 
Who, in this Place, firſt knew Reſt, 
Found Subjects Baſe, and Unactive, 
Unwarlike, Unlearn'd, Untractable, 
Neither covetous of Fame, 

Nor liberal of Danger; 
Creatures, with the Names of Men, 
But with Qualities rather Brutal than Rational: 

| Yet, even Theſe 
He polifh'd from their native Ruggedneſ, 
And, breaking out, like a New) Su v. 
Jo illuminate the Minds of a People, 


Dippelr d their Night of Hereditary Darkneb: 
"Till, 


167 ] 
»Till, by Force of his invincible Influence. 

He taught them to conquer 

Even the Conquerors of Germany. 

Other Princes have commanded victorious Armies, 

This Commander created them 

Bluſh, OA T! 
At a Hero, who ow'd Thee Nothing. 
_  Exult, O NaruxR! 
2 For Thine was this Prodigy. 


The Inſcription on Shakeſpear's Monument; taken from 
his N orks. 


HE Cloud-capt Towers, the gorgeous Palaces, 
The ſolemn Temples, the great Globe itſelf; 

Vea, all which it inherit, ſhall diſſolve, 

And like the baſeleſs Fabric of a Viſion, : - 

Leave not a Wreck behind. | 


Ode 0 Charity, By Miſs H. Moa z. 


CHARN TV, divinely Wiſe, e 
Thou meek-ey*d Daughter of the Skies ! 
From the pure Fountain of eternal Light, 
Where fair, immutable, and ever bright, 
The beatific Viſion ſhines, _ 
And Angel with Archangel joins 
In choral Songs to ſing his Praiſe, 
PARENT OF LIFE, ANCIENT OF DAYS! 
Who was ere Time exiſted, and ſhall be 
Thro? the wide Round of vaſt Eternity. 
O come, thy warm-Benevolence impart, 
Enlarge my Feelings, and expand my Heart ! 
II. O thou, 
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O thou, enthron'd in Realms above, 
Bright Effluence of that boundleſs Love, 
Whence Joy and Peace in Streams unſullied flow, 
O deign to make thy lov'd Abode below 
Tho” ſweeter Strains pour'd from my Tongue, 
Than Saint conceiv'd, or Seraph ſung, 
And tho* my glowing Fancy caught 
Whatever Art or Nature taught, 
Vet, if this hard unfeeling Heart of mine | 
Ne'er felt thy Force, O CHARITY divine! 
An empty Shadow Science would be found, ; 
My Knowledge * my Wit a Sound, 
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Tho' my prophetic Spirit knew 
To bring Futurity to View, 
Without thy aid e'en this would nought avail, 
For Tongues ſhall ceaſe, and Prophecies ſhall fail ; 
Come then, thou ſweet celeſtial. Gueſt, 
Shed thy ſoft Influence o'er my Breaft, 
Bring with thee FAITH divinely bright, 
And HOPE, fair Harbinger of Light, 
Jo clear each Miſt with their pervading Ray, 
To fit my Soul for Heav'n, and point the Way. 
Where perfect Happineſs her Sway maintains, 
For there the GOD OF PEACE forever, everreigns, | Br 


- Firtue 


"irtut 


How vain the Pfize ? how i impotent our Aim? 
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Virus the only Nobility, Vous. 


| 1 * High- birth triumph! What can be more 


great? 
N Merit in a low Eſtate. 
To Virtue's humbleſt Son let none prefer 
Vice, tho' deſcended from the Conqueror. 
Shall Men, like Figures, paſs for high, or baſe, 
Slight or important, only by their Place ? 
Titles are Marks of hongt Men and qwvi/ : 
The Fool, or Knave, that wears a Title, Hes. 
Nothing is meaner than a Wretch of State, 
The Good and Pious are the only Greay. 
There is a fmall Alteration here. 


True Ambition. | Younc. 


E Vain! dali from your erroneous ee 
The true Ambition there alone reſides, | 
Where 7uftice dictaten, and where Wiſdom 3 ; 
Where inward Dignity joins outward State, 
Our Purpo/e good, as our Atchievement great; 
Where public B/:J7zgs public Praiſe attend, 
Where Glory is our Motive, not our End. 
Would'ſt thou be um, Keep thoſe high Deeds in 

View | FR 

Brave Men would act, tho“ Scandal ſhould enſue, 


The purſuit of Fame. Youns. 
HAT can be emptier than the Chace of 
Fame ? 


For 


C0 I 
| For what are Men who graſp at Praiſe ſublime, 
| But Bubbles on the rapid Stream of Time, 
a That riſe and fall, that ſwell, and are no more, 
Born and forgot, ten thouſand in an Hour! 


| | Virtue conſtitutes true Flappineſs. Por E. 

[ O whom can Riches give Repute or 'Truſt, 

L 1 Content, or Pleaſure, but the Good and Juſt ? 
i Judges and Senates have been bought for Gold, 

! Efteem and Love were never to be fold, 

Oh Fool! to think God hates the worthy Mind, 
The Lover and the Love of Human- kind. 


Honour and Shame from no Condition ne; 
Act well your Part, there all the Honour lies ; 
Fortune in Men has ſome ſmall Diff rence made, 
One flaunts in Rags, one flutters in Brocade; 
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The reſt is all but Leather or Prunella. 
What's Fame? a fancy'd Life in others Breath; 
A Thing beyond us, ev'n before our Death. 
A Wit's a Feather, and a Chief's a Rod; 
x A OE SLES 06 AIDES Work of God, = 


On Gaming, vou no. 
HE Love of Gaming is the worſt of Ills, 
With ceaſeleſs Storms the blacken'd Soul it 
5 - fills, 
Inveighs at Heaven, neglects the Ties of Blood, 
Deſtroys the Power, and Will of doing Good, 
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And turns an Angel's to a Fury's Face. 


port with his Dein. | 
On 


FJ e 


Worth makes the Man, the Want of it the Fellow 1 


Kills Health, pawns Honour, plunges in Diſgrace, 


The leſt Line is alter'd by the re to make it com · 


2 


1 
Or Criminal Pleaſures. Younc. 


PN are few, and fewer we enjoy; 
Pleaſure, like Quick-Silver, i 1s bright and coy ; 
We ſtrive to graſp 1t with our utmoſt Skill, 

Still it eludes us, and it glitters ſtill : 


If ſeiz'd at laſt, compute your mighty Gains, 


What is it but rank Poiſon in your Veins? 


The Floriſt Moralix d. Youns. 


E ſmile at Floriſts, we deſpiſe their Joy, 
And think their Hearts enamour'd of a Toy; 
But are thoſe wiſer whom we moſt admire, 
Survey with Envy, and purſue with Fire? 
What's he, who ſighs for Wealth, or Fame, or Power? 


Another Florio, doating on a Flower, 


A ſhort-liv'd Flower, and which has often 2 
From ſordid Arts, as Florio's out of Dung. 


On Solitude. Youn 6. | 


Sacred Solitude ! divine Retreat ! 
Choice of the Prudent ! Enyy of the Great! : 


By thy pure Stream, or in thy waving Shade, 


We court fair Wiſdom, that celeſtial Maid: 

The genuine Offspring of her lov'd Embrace, 
(Strangers on Earth) are Innocence and Peace, 
There from the Ways of Men lay'd fafe aſhore, 
We ſmile to hear the diſtant Tempeſt roar ; 5 
There bleſt with Health, with Buſineſs unperplext, 
This Life we reliſh, and enſure the next. 


The © 
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The Real Beauty di diſtinguiſhed, Younc. 


ET Angel Forms angelic Truths maintain; 
Nature disjoins the Beauteous and, Prophane. 
For what's true Beauty, but fair Virtue's Face? 
Virtue made viſible in outward, Grace? 
She then that's haunted with an impious Mind, 
The more ſhe charms, the more ſhe ſhocks Mankind, 


On the Same. A Song by Mr. EAX. 


TELLA and Flavia ev'ry Hour 
Do various Hearts ſurpriſe; 
In Stella's Soul lies all her Power, 
And Flavia's in her Eyes. | 
More boundleſs Flavia's Conqueſts are, 
And Stella's more confin'd ; 
All can diſcern a Face that's file; 
But few a lovely Mind. | 
Stella, like Britain's Monarchs, reigns 
O'er cultivated Lands; 
Like Eaſtern Tyrants, F lis deigns 
To rule o'er barren Sands. — 
Then boaſt not, Flavia, thy fair Face, 
Thy Beauty- 5 oaly Store; 
Thy Charms will ev'ry Day decreaſe, 
{ Each bed gives Stella more. 


The Fair Lady's Wiſp. 


E it ba true, Celeſtial Pow'rs, 
That you have form'd me fair, 
And yet in all my vaineft Hours 
My Mind has been my Care. 


| Then, 
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Then, in Return, I beg this Grace, 
As you were ever kind; 
What envious Time . from my Face, 


Beſtow upon my Mind. 


On a Bee ſtiſied in Honey. 


ROM Flower to Flower, with eager Pains, 
See the briſk, buſy Lab'rer fly; | 

When all that from her Toil ſhe gains, 

Is in her hoarded Sweets to die. 
"Tis thus (would Man the Truth believe) 

With Life's ſoft Sweets, each fav'rite Joy; 
If we taſte wiſely, they relieve ; 

But, if we plunge too "_ * 


De MIRROUR. | 


HEN I revolve this evaneſcent State, 
How fleeting is its Form, how ſhort its Date! 
My Being and my Stay dependant till ; 
Not on mine own, but on another's Will; 
I aſk myſelf, as I my Image view, 
Which is the real Shadow of the two. 


The Unreaſonableneſ; of denying a fatare State, 


Gru“ Prize Poem on the Day of Judgment. 


CEPTIC | whoe'er thou art, who ſay'ſt the Soul, 
That Particle divine, which God's own Breath 
Inſpir'd into the mortal Maſs, ſhall Reſt 
Annihilate, till Duration has unrolPd 
Her never-ending Line; tell if thou know ſt, 
H Why 
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Why ev 'ry Nation, ev'ry Clime, tho? all 

In Laws, in Rites, in Manners diſagree, 

With one Conſent expect another World, 

Where Wickedneſs ſhall weep ?- Why Paynim Bards 
Fabled Elyfar Plains; T artarean Lakes, 

Sryx and Cocytus ? tell, why Hali's Sons“ 

Have feign'd a Paraai/e of Mirth and Love, 

| Banquets, and Wig ng Nymphs ? or rather tell, 


Why on the Brink of Orellana's Stream, 

Where never Science rear'd her facred Torch, 

Th' untutor'd Indian dreams of happier Worlds 
Behind the cloud-topt Hill? Why in each Breaſt 
Is plac'd a friendly Monitor, that prompts, 
Informs, directs, encourages, forbids ? 

Tell, why on unknown Evil Grief attends ; 

Or Joy on ſecret Good? Why Conſcience acts 
With tenfold Force, when Sickneſs, Age, or Pain, 
Stands tott'ring on the Precipice of Death? _ 
Or why ſuch Horror gnaws the guilty Soul 

Of dying Sinners; while the good Man ſleeps 
Peaceful and calm, and with a Smile expirgs ? 


The 3 Digisins FF the Vi irtuous and the 
| Wicked reſerved for another State, Gyn. 


'OOK round the World ! with what a partial 
_ Hand 
The Scale of Bliſs and Miſery is fuſtain'd ! 
Beneath the Shade of cold Obſcurity 
Pale Virtue lies; no Arm ſupports her Head, 
No friendly. Voice ſpeaks Comfort to her Soul, 
Nor ſoft- ey d Pity drops a melting Tear; 
But, in their Stead, Contempt and rude Diſdain 


Inſult 
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Inſult the baniſh'd Wanderer: On ſhe goes 
Neglected and forlorn: Diſeaſe, and Cold, 

And Famine, worſt of IIls, her Steps attend: 
Yet patient, and to Heav'ns juſt Will reſign'd, 
She ne'er is ſeen to weep, or heard to ſigh. 


Now turn. your Eyes to yon ſweet- ſmelling Bow'r, 
Where fluſh'd wlth all the Inſolence of Wealth 
Sits pamper'd Vice! for him the Arabian Gale 
Breathes forth delicious Odours ; Gallia's Hills 
For him pour Nectar from the purple Vine; 
Nor think for theſe he pays the 'Tribute due 
To Heav'n: Of Heaven he never names the Name, 
Save when with Imprecations dark and dire 
He points his Jeſt obſcene, Yet buxom Health 
Sits on his roſy Cheek ; yet Honour gilds 
His high Exploits ; and downy-pinion'd Sleep 
Sheds a ſoft Opiate o'er his peaceful Couch. 


See Uchcu this, righteous Father! Seeꝰſt thou this, 
And wilt thou ne'er repay ? Shall Good and III 
Be carried undiſtinguiſh*'d'to the Land Þ _ 
Where all Things are forgot; —Ah ! no; the Day 
Will come, when Virtue from the Cloud ſhall burſt 
That long obſcur'd her Beams ; when Sin ſhall fly 
Back to her native Hell; there ſink eclips'd 
In penal Darkneſs ; where no Star ſhall riſe, 
Nor ever Sunſhine pierce th' impervious Gloom. 
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The GREAT TrRi1BUNAL, GLYNN, 


N that great Day the folemn Trump ſhall 
ſound, C 

(That Trump which once in Heaven, on Man's 

Revolt 
Convok*'d th* aſtoniſh'd Seraphs z) at whoſe Voice 
Th unpeopled Graves ſhall pour forth all their Dead. 
Then ſhall th' aſſembled Nations of the Earth 
From ev'ry Quarter at the Judgment Seat 
Unite ; Egyptians, Babylonians, Greeks, 
. and they who dwell on Tyber's Banks, 
Names fam'd of old: or who of later Age, 
Chineſe and Ruſſian, Mexican and Turk, 
Tenant the wide Terrene ; and they who pitch 
Their 'Tents on N:ger*s Banks; or where the Sun 
Pours on Golconda's Spires his early Light, 
Drink Gange ſacred Stream. At once ſhall riſe 
_ Whom diſtant Ages to each others Sight 
Had long denied : Before the Throne ſhall kneel 
Some great Progenitor, while at his Side 
Stands his-Deſcendant through a thouſand Lines, 
Whate'er their Nation, and whate'er their Rank, 


Heroes and Patriarchs, Slaves and ſceptered Kings, 


With equal Eye the Gop of All ſhall ſee, 
And judge with equal Love, 


The Exp of the WorLD, GLyxN, 


OW ſhall.the Muſe, her Numbers all too weak, 
Tell how that reſtleſs Element of Fire 
Shall wage with Seas and Earth inteſtine War, 


And deluge all Creation? Whether (fo 
0 Some 
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Some think) the Comet, as thro' Fields of Air 
Lawleſs he wanders, fhall ruſh headlong on, | 
Thwarting th Etliptic where th' unconſcious Earth 
Rolls in her wonted Courſe ; whether the Sun 
With Force centripetal into his Orb 
Attra& her long reluctant; or the Caves, 
Thoſe dread Volcanos where ungend'ring lye 
Sulphureous Minerals, from their dark Abyſs 
Pour Streams of liquid Fire; while from above, 
As erſt on Sodom, Heav'n's averging Hand 
Rains fierce Cumbuſtion. Zune are now the 
Works N 
Of Art, the Toil of Ages ? Where are now 
Th' Imperial Cities, Sepulchres, and Domes, 
Trophies and Pillars ? Where is Egypt's Boaſt, 
Thoſe lofty Pyramids which high in Air 
Rear'd their aſpiring Heads, to diſtant Times 
Of Memphian Pride, a laſting Monument? 
Tell me where Athens rais'd her Towers Where 
Thebes | 
Open'd her hundred Portals ren me where 
Stood Sea-girt Albion Where Imperial Nome 
Propt by ſeven Hills, fat like a ſcepter'd Queen, 
And aw'd the tributary- World to Peace; 
Shew me the Rampart, which o'er many a Hill 
Thro' many a Valley ftretch'd its wide Extent, 
Rais'd by that mighty Monarch, to repel 
The roving Tartar, when with Inſult rude 
'Gainſt Pekin $ Towers he bent th A Bow. 


But what is Annie Art? ev'n Nature's Works, 
Seas, Meadows, Paſtures, the meand'ring Streams, 
And everlaſting Hills ſhall beno more. 
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No more ſhall 7. eneriff cloud-piercing Height 
O'er-hang th' Atlantic Surge. Nor that fam'd Cliff 
Thro' which the Perſian ſteer'd with many a Sail 
Throw to the Lemnian Iſle its Evening Shade 
O'er half the wide Zgean .—Where's Ararat, 
That Hill on which the faithful Patriarch's Ark, 
Which ſeven long Months had voyag'd o'er its Top, 
Firſt reſted, when the Earth with all her Sons, 
As now by ſtreaming Cataracts of Fire, 
Was whelm'd by mighty Waters ?—All at once 
Are vaniſh'd and diffolv'd ; no Trace remains, 
No Mark of vain Diſtinction: Heaven itſelf -  - 
That azure Vault with all thoſe radiant Orbs 
Sinks in the univerſal Ruin loſt— 
No more ſhall Planets round their central Sun 
Move in harmonious Dance; no more the Moon 
Hang out her Silver Lamp; and thoſe fix'd Stars 
Spangling the golden Canopy of Night, x 
Which oft the Tuſcan with his qptic Glaſs 56 
Call'd from their wond' rous Height, to read their 
Names 
And magnitude, 3 winged Miniſter 
Shall quench; and (ſureſt Sign that all on Earth 
Is loſt) ſhall rend Fromm ee che myſtic Bow. 


Such is 8K au fil, that waa Day, : 
Whoſe Coming who ſhall tell ? for as a 'Thief 
Unheard, unſeen, it ſteals with ſilent Pace 
Thro' N ight's dark Gloom.— Perhaps as here I ſit, 
And rudely carol theſe incondite Lays, 

Soon ſhall the Hand be-check'd, and dumb the Mouth 
That liſps the fault'ring Strain.—O ! may it ne'ex 
Intrude unwelcome on an ill- ſpent Hour; 


— 


1 


eir 


ſit 


Hymning my great Creator ! 
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But find me wrapt in Meditations high, 


« Power ſupreme ! 

« O everlaſting King! to Thee I kneel, 

« To Thee I lift my Voice. With fervent Heat 

„Melt all ye Elements! And Thon, high Heaven, 

„ Shrink, like a ſhrivell'd Scroll! But think, O 
«c Lord, 

Think on the beſt, the nobleſt of thy Works; 

« Think on thine own bright —_ Think on 
«« Him 

« Who dy'd to ſaxe us from thy [ightdous Wrath; - 

And midſt the Wreck of Worlds remember 
« Man.“ 
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The Advantages of early Piety, TI LI orsox. 


8 Vears are tender and eaſily wrought 


upon, apt to be moulded into any Faſhion ; 
they are like moiſt and ſoft Clay, which is pliable to 
any — 8 but ſoon grows hard, and then nothing 


is to be made of it. It is a very difficult Thing to 


make Impreſſions upon Age, and to deface the Evil 
which hath been deeply imprinted upon young and 
tender Minds. When good Inſtruction hath been 
neglected at firſt, a conceited Ignorance doth com- 
monly take Poſſeſſion, and obſtruct all the Paſſages 

through which Knowledge and Wiſdom ſhould enter 


into us. * 


Upon this Conſideration the Re” of Religion 


ſhould * Sag by Times, becauſe it is a mighty 
Advan- 
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Advantage to any Thing to be planted in a Ground 
that is newly broken up. It is juſt the ſame Thing 
for young Perſons to be entered into a religious 
Courſe, and to have their Minds habituated to 
Virtue before vicious Cuſtoms have got Place and 
Strength in us: For whoever ſhall attempt this 


afterwards will meet with infinite Difficulty and Op- 


poſition, and muſt — his Ground by Inches. 


It is good therefore todo that which muſt be done 
one Time or other, when it is eaſieſt to be done; 
when we may do it with the greateſt Advantage, 
and are likely to meet with the leaſt and weakeſt 


Oppoſition. We ſhould anticipate Vice and pre- 


vent the Devil and the World, by letting Gop into 
our Hearts betimes, and giving Religion the firſt 
Seiſin and Poſſeſſion of our Souls. This is the 
Time of ſowing our Seed, which muſt by no Means 
be neglected. For the Soul will not lie fallow ; 
Good or Evil will come up. If our Minds be not 
cultivated by Religion, Sin and Vice will get the 
Poſſeſſion of them: But if our tender Years be ſea- 
ſoned with the Knowledge. and Fear of God, this 
in all Probability will have a good Influence upon 
the following Courſe of our Lives. 


The Preciouſno of Time, e 


IME is the Seaſon and Op portunity of car- 
rying on of any Work, and for that Reaſon 

15 one of the moſt valuable Things ; and yet no- 
thing is more waſtefully ſpent, and more prodigally 


ſquandered away by a greater Part of Mankind than 
this, 


. 


this, which, next to our immortal Souls, is of all 
Things moſt precious; becauſe upon the right Uſe 
or Abuſe of our Time, our eternal Happineſs or 
Miſery does depend. Men have generally ſome 
Guard upon themſelves, as to their Money and 
Eſtates, and will not with Eyes open ſuffer others 
to rob and deprive them of it: But we will let any 


Body almoſt rob us of our Time, and are contented - 


to expoſe this precious Treaſure to every Body's 
Rapine and Extortion, and can quietly look on, 
while Men thruſt in their Hands, and take it out 
by whole Handfuls, as if it were of no greater Va- 
lue than Silver was in Solomon's Days, no more 
than the Stones in the Street. And yet when it is 
gone, all the Silver and Gold in the World cannot 
purchaſe and fetch back the leaſt Moment of it, 
when perhaps we would give all the World for a 
very ſmall Part of that Time which we parted with 
upon ſuch cheap and eaſy Terms. 


The Guilt of Lying. T1LLOTSON. 


RUTH and Faithfulneſs are divine Perfecti- 

ons 3 but Lying and Falſhood ate the Pro- 

pe: ties of the Devil. and the predominant Qualicies 
of Hell. 


No Man can be cruel and unmerciful, falſe and 
treacherous, without a very high Degree of Guilt; 
becauſe theſe Sins are contrary to the chiefeſt and 
moſt eſſential Perfections of Gop. Lying is a Sin 
that would fly in the Face of an Heathen, becauſe 
It . contradicts thoſe natural Notions which 


every 
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every Man hath of Goo and Religion; therefore 
we find that there is hardly any Thing that Men 
are more aſhamed of than to be taken in a Lie, and 
it is eſtzemed the higheſt Reproach to be charged 
with it; it argues ſuch a direct Contrariety to that 
which is the Rule of Perfection, „the Nature of 
God,“ and conſequently ſo much Imperfection and 
Baſeneſs; he that tells a Lie out of Fear, is at once 
bold towards Go p, and baſe towards Men. 


The Evil of corrupt Communication. TILLOTSOx. 


LL corrupt and filthy Communication is a 

; notorious Abuſe of one of the greateſt and 
beſt Gifts which Gop, hath given us, and does di- 
realy contradict the natural End and Uſe of Speech, 
Our Tongue is our Glory, as the holy Pſalmiſt 
often calls it, who had duly conſidered the Excel- 
lency and Uſe of this Faculty, and took great Care 
to employ it to the Purpoſes to which Goo gave it, 
and is herein an admirable Pattern to us. 


'The two great Ends for which this Faculty of 
Speech is given us, are to glorify Gop our Maker, 
and to edify Man our, Neighbour : But all corrupt 
Communication contradicts both theſe Ends; be- 
cauſe, mſtead of praiſing Gop with pure Hearts 
and Lips, we do greatly diſhonour him, by pol- 
luting our Tongue with lewd and filthy Talk. 
For hereby we offer a direct Affront to his holy 
Nature and Laws. This renders us altogether un- 
fit for the Worſhip and Service of Almighty God, 
who is © of purer Eyes than to behold Iniquity”” 

| and 
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and Aae of any Kind, For how can we think 
that he will accept. thoſe Prayers and Praiſes, 
which are offered to him by ſuch impure and un- 
hallowed Lips ?- when we diſhonour Gop with the 
ſame Mouth that we pretend to glorify him ? and 
commit Sin with the ſame Tongue that we confeſs 


it? How can we hope that he will accept the Sa- 


crifice of ſuch polluted Lips, out of which proceed 
Things ſo contrary and inconſiſtant? 


Againſt Profaneneſs in Ordinary Converſation, 
| T1LLOTSON, 


S all Kind of Profaciencs i 1s unprofitable, fo 
more eſpecially cuſtomary Swearing in or- 
. dinary Converſation, upon every Occaſion of Paſ- 
fion, or any other trivial Cauſe, nay it may be with- 
out Cauſe, out of mere Habit and Cuſtom. Now 
what can poſſibly be imagined to be the Profit or 
- Pleaſure of this Vice? Senſual Pleaſure in it there 
can be none, becauſe it is not founded in the Tem- 
per of the Body : A Man may be naturally prone 
to Anger or Luſt; but no Man 1 think 1s born 
with a ſwearing Conſtitution. | 
And there 1s as little Profit as Pleaſure in it ; for 
the common and trivial Uſe of Oaths makes them 
perfectly inſignificant to their End, and is fo far 
from giving Credit to a Man's Word, that it rather 
. weakens the Reputation of it. | | 


The 


The 
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The pernicious Tendency of Ialengſi. TILLOTrSOx. 


DLENESS is the Bane and Ruin of Children; 
I it is the unbending of their Spirits, the Ruſt of 
their Paculties, and as it were the laying of their 
Minds fallow ; not as Hufbandmen do their Lands 
that they may get new Heart and Strength, but to 
impair and loſe that which they have. Children 
that are bred up in Lazineſs are almoſt neceſſarily 
bad, becauſe they cannot take the Pains to be 
good ; and they cannot take Pains, becauſe they 
have never been inured and accuſtomed to it ; 


which makes their Spirits reſtive, and when you 


have Occaſion to quicken them and ſpur them up 
to Buſineſs, they will ſtand ſtock ſtill, "The Devil 
tempts the Active and Vigorous into his Service, 
knowing what fit and proper Inſtruments they are 
to do his Drudgery : But the Slothful and Idle no 
body having hired them and ſet them to Work, lie 
in his Way, and he ſtumbles upon them as he goes 
about; and they do as it were offer themſelves to 
his Service, and having nothing to do, they even 


tempt the Devil himſelf to tempt them, and to 


take them in his Way. 


The Vanity of Good Reſclutions, without ſuitable 


End:avours.  TILLOTSON. 


Sincere Reſolution of a better Courſe does 
imply a Reſolution of the Means, as well as 
of the End; he that is truly reſolved againſt any 
Sin, is ikewrſe reſolved againſt the Occaſions and 


Temptations that would lead and draw him to it ; 
I other- 
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otherwiſe he hath taken up a raſh and Solln Reſo⸗ 
lution which he 15 not like to keep, becauſe he did 
not reſolve upon that which was neceſſary to the 
keeping of it. So he that reſolves upon any Part 
of his Duty, muſt 1 Syn upon the Means 
which are neceſſary to the Diſcharge and Pertorm- 
ance of it; he that is reſolved to be juſt in his 
Dealing, and pay his Debts, muſt be diligent in his 
Calling, and mind his Buſineſs, becauſe without 
this he cannot do the other; for nothing can be 
more vain-and fooliſh, than for a Man to pretend 
that he is reſolved upon doing his Duty, when he 
neglects any Thing that is neceſſary to put him into 
a Capacity, and to further him in the Diſcharge 
of it. This is, as if a Man ſhould reſolve to be 
well and, yet never take Phyſic, or be careleſs in 
obſerving the Rules which are preſcribed in order 
to his Health. So for a Man to reſolve againſt 


Drunkenneſs; and yet to run himſelf upon the 


Temptations which naturally lead to it, by frequent- 
ing the Company of lewd and intemperate Perions, 
this is, as if a Man ſhould reſolve againſt the 
Plague, and run into the Peſt-houſe. Whatever 
can reaſonably move a Man to be reſolved upon 
any End, will, if this Reſolution be wiſe and honeſt, 

determine him as ſtrongly to uſe the Means which 
are proper and neceſſary to that End. 


De Reverence due to Conſcience, 'T1LLOTSON. 


E ſhould reverence our Conſciences, and 
ſtand in Awe of them, and have a great 
Regard to their Teſtimony and Verdict: For Con- 
| ſcience 


* 
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Hence is a domeſtic Judge, and a Kind of familiar 
Gop : And therefore, next to the ſupreme Majeſty - 


of Heayen and Earth, every Man ſhould be afraid 
to offend his own . Reaſon and "Conſcience, which, 


. whenever we knowingly do amiſs, will beat us with 


many Stripes, and handle us more ſeverely than the 
greateſt Enemy we have in the World: So that, 
next to the dreadfu] Sentence of the great Day, 
every Man hath Reaſon to dread the Sentence of 
his own Conſcience, ** Gop indeed is greater than 
© our Hearts, and knoweth all Things;“ but un- 
der him, we have the greateſt: Reaſon to fear the 
Judgment of our own Conſciences : For nothing 
but that can give us Comfort, and nothing can 
create ſo much Irouble and Diſquiet to us. 


The Comforts of a good Conſcience. TiLLoTSON, 


HERE is certainly no ſuch Comfort under 
the Evils and Afflictions of this Life, as a 
faithful Witneſs in our Breaſts of our own Inno- 
cency and Integrity: When we are afflicted by 
Go, or perſecuted and reviled by Men, it cannot 
but be a mighty Conſolation to us, to be conſcious 
to ourſelves of our own Sincerity. For tho* no 

Man can acquit and juſtify. himſelf beſore Gop, as 
to the perfect Innocency of his Life, yet as to the 
general Courſe and Tenor of an unblamable Life, 
a good Man may appeal to Gop, and even when 
he afflicts him, may look upon him as a tender and 
compaſſionate Father, and not as an angry and re- 
vengeful Judge. But, above all other Times, the 
Comforts of a good Conſcience is moſt ſenſible, 
© and 
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and moſt conſiderable at the Hour of Death: "For 
as nothing dejects a Man's Spirits more, and ſends 
him down with ſo much - Sorrow to the Grave, as 
the Guilt of an evil Conſcience; fo on the other 
Hand, there is nothing that revives and raiſes the 
fainting Spirits of a dying Man, like the Conſcience 
of a holy and- uſeful Life, which hath brought 
Glory to Gop, and good to Men. 


Divine Gooaneſ5 in the Creation. WarTTs. 


HE moſt univerſal and conſpicuous Appear- 
ances both of the Earth and Sky, are deſigned 
for the Convenience, the Profit and Pleaſure of all 
the Animal Creation: All that we ſee above us, 
and all beneath us, is ſuited to our Nouriſhment or 
to our Delight. What is more neceſſary for the 
Support of Life, than Fond? Behold the Earth is 
cover'd with it all around; Graſs, Herbs, and 
| Fruits for Beaſts and Men, were ordained to over- 
j ſpread all the Surface of the Ground, fo that an 
Animal could ſcarce wander any where, but his 
Food was near him. Amazing Proviſion for ſuch 
an immenſe 80 
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What is more Joyful than the Lieb ? Truly the 
; | | - Light is feveet, (ſays the wiſeſt of Men) and a plea- 

' 

| 

| 


fant Thing tis to behold the Light of the San. See 
the whole Circuit of the Heavens is repleniſh'd 
with Sun-beams, ſo that while the Day laſts, 
whereſvever the Eye is placed, tis ſurrounded with 


= this Enjoyment; it drinks in the eaſy and general 
74 Bleſſing, and is thereby entertained with all the 
| — 
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particular Varieties of the Creation. Tis Light 
ay to our Notice all the Riches of the Divine 

Workmanſhip ; without it Nature would be a huge 
and eternal Blank, and her infinite Beauties for 
ever unknown. 


Again; What are the ſweeteſt Colours in Nature, 
the moſt delightful to the Eye, and moſt refreſhing 
too? Surely the Green and the Blue claim this Pre- 
eminence, Common Experience, as well as Phi- 
loſophy, tells us, that Bodies of Blue and Greer 
Colours ſend us ſuch Rays of Light to our Eyes, 
as are leaſt hurtful or offenſive; we can endure 
them longeſt ; whereas the Red and the 7/oww, or 
Orange Colour, ſend more uneaſy Rays in Abun- 
dance, and give greater Confuſion and Pain to the 
Eye; they dazzle it ſooner, and tire it quickly 
with a little intent Gazing; therefore the divine 
Goodneſs dreſs'd all the Heavens in Blue, and the 
Earth in Green. Our Habitation is overhung with 
a Canopy. of moſt. beautiful Azure, and a rich 


verdaut Pavement is ſpread under our Feet, that 


the Eye may be pleas'd and eaſy, whereſoever it 
turns itſelf, and that the moſt univerſal Objects it 
has to converſe with might not impair the Spirits 
and make thc Senſe weary. 


1. When Goo the new-made World ſurvey'd, 
His Word pronounc'd the Building good; 
Sun-beams and Light the Heavens array'd 
And the whole Earth was crown'd with Focd. 


2, Colours that charm and eaſe the Eye, 
His Pencil ſpread all Nature round; 
I 3 . Wah 
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With pleaſing Blue he arch'd the Sky, 
And a Green Carpet dreſs'd the Ground. 


3. Let envious Atheiſts ne'er 1 | 
That Nature wants, or Skill, or Care; 

But turn their Eyes all round. in vain, 

1 avoid their Maker's Goodneſs there. 


DIVINE FRIENDSHIP. 
SPECTATOR» 


HE Man who lives under an habitual Senſe 
| of the Divine Preſence, keeps up a perpe- 
tual Chearfulneſs of Temper, and enjoys every 
Moment the Satisfaction of thinking himſelf in 
Company with his neareſt and beſt Friend. The 
Time never lies heavy upon him: It is impoſſible 
for him to be alone. His Thoughts and Paſſions 
are moſt buſied at ſuch Hours when thoſe of other 
Men are moſt inactive: He no ſooner ſteps out of 
the World, but his Heart burns with Devotion, 
ſwells with Hope, and triumphs in the Conſciouſ- 
neſs of that Preſence which every where ſurrounds 
him; or, on the contrary, pours out its Fears, its 
Sorrows, its Apprehenſions, to the great Author 
and Supporter of its exiſtence. 


True Religion of univerſal 1 nfluence, and always the 
fame. WHICHCOTE, 


ELIGION doth poſſes and affe® the whole 
Man: In the Underſtanding 1 it is Knowledge; 3 


in the Life it 3 Obedience ; in the Affections it is 
Delight 
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| Delight i in Gop; in our Carriage and Behaviour, 


it is Modeſty, Calmneſß, Gentleneſs, Quietneſs, 
Candour, Ingenuity; in our Dealings, it is Up- 
rightneſs, Integrity, Correſpondence with the Rules 


of Righteouſneſs. Religion makes Men virtuous in 


all Inſtances.— Religion itſelf is always the ſame, 
but Things about Religion are not always the 
ſame; theſe have not in them the Power or Virtue 
of Religion; they are not of a ſanctifying Nature; 
they do not purify our Minds as Things of a Moral 
Nature do; ſo that Religion Py ſtand without 
them, 


On the Ea of CHRIST. 
Box GR's Dignity of Human e 


EHOLD the Innocent arraigned before the 
Guilty. The moſt amiable of Characters 
treated worſe than the moſt odious deſerves at any | 
human Hands, The future Judge of Mankind 


brought before a human Tribunal. He who did 


no Sin, and in whoſe Mouth was found no Guile, 
fentenced to die, and a Robber and Murderer par- 

doned. They, for whom the Saviour of the World 
came from Heaven to give his precious Life, long 
to imbrue their Hands in the very Blood which was 


to be ſhed for them. O the diabolical Fury of 


Hypocriſy detected! crucify him, crucify him, cry 


the bloody Prieſts, and the blinded People * 
back the maddening Voice. But will the Lox p of 
Life ſuffer himſelf to be ſpoiled of Life by a Set of 
- miſerable Worms, whom he can cruſh to nothing 
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in a Moment? No. He lays it down of himſelf; 


no Man takes, or can take it from him. He came 
to lay down his Life for the Life of the World. 
And if daring Mortals will be ſo impious as to 
ſtretch forth unhallowed Hands againſt him, the 
Decree of Heaven will nevertheleſs be fulfilled, and 
they who will heap Damnation upon themſelves, 
ſhall be left to the Deſtruction they have ſought. 
Yet hold your butchering Hands, unthinking 
Wretches. Or if his ſacred Blood muſt ſtream to 
waſh a ſinful World from Guilt, let the High- 


Prieſt with Reverence offer him on the Altar, the 


true, the laſt, the only effectual Sacrifice for Sin. 
So ſhall you, and your Nation, eſcape the Deſtruc- 
tion which hangs over you.— They harden their 


; rocky Hearts againſt all Senſe of Pity. 'They urge 


their own Deſtruction. Let not then the Eye of 
Day behold fo black a Deed. Let Heaven hide its 
Face from ſuch a Sight.. They pierce thoſe Hands, 
whoſe ſalutary Touch gave Health and Strength, 


and thoſe Feet which. went. about doing Good. 


They ſtretch him on- the Croſs. They ſtop their 
Ears againſt the Groans of ſuffering Innocence, 
But the inanimate Earth feels, and ſhakes with 
Horror at the Impiety of her Inhabitants. "The 
Rocks burſt in Pieces, and Nature is in Agonies 
The Sleep of Death is broken by the Convulſion. 
The Graves open their Throats, and caſt up the 


ghaſtly Dead. An unſeen Hand rents the Veil of 


the Temple, and expoſes the holy Place, into 
which it was forbidden to enter. His Agonies now 
grow ſtronger. His Pangs redouble. The Choirs 
of Angels moura the Sufferings of their Prince. 


Hell 


1 93 J 


Hell is moved, and the Dæmons enjoy a ſhort Tri- 
umph. Darkneſs covers the Face of Nature, and 
Chaos ſeems ready to ſwallow all. He calls on his 
Gop and Father, the Witneſs of his Innocence, and 
Approver of his Obedience. He prays for thoſe 
by whoſe murdering Hands he dies. He raiſes his 
Voice aloud. His Strength is yet entire. But 
having finiſhed the Work, and the Prophecies be- 
ing accompliſhed, by his own original Power over 
his own Life, he reſigns his Soul into the Hands of 
the great Father of all, and, bowing his Head, ex- 
pires. He dies; and yet his Murderers live. His 
Death raiſes a guilty World to Life. Tremendous 
Myſtery ! not to be explained, *till the Veil of 
Time be rent aſunder, and Eternity expoſe to 
View the amazing Scene of Divine Government, 
too vaſt for mortal Comprehenſion. Glory to Gop 
in the Higheſt! On earth Peace, and Good-will 


towards Men! 


On SERIOUSNESS, 


H my Friends! while we langs all Things 

are ſerious around us; Gov is ſerious, who 
exerciſeth Patience toward us; Car1sT is ſerious, 
who ſhed his Blood for us; the Hory Grosr is 
ſerious, who ſtriveth againſt the Obſtinacy of our 
Hearts; the Holy Scriptures bring to our Ears the 
moſt ſerous Things in the World; the Holy Sacra- 
ments repreſent the moſt ſerious and awful Matters; 
the whole Creation 1s ſerious in ſerving Gop and 
us; all that are in Heaven and Hell are ferious ; 


how then can we be gay ?—To give theſe excel- 
lent 


bh 189 1 141 
tent Words their full Force, it ſhould be known 
that they came not from the Prieſthood, but the 


Court; and from a * Courtier, as eminent as Eng- 
land ever boaſted. | 


* Sir Fx AN CIS WALSINGHAM. 


On the Efficacy of good Example. T11LLOTSON, 


| OOD Example is an unſpeakable Benefit to 

IF Mankind, and hath a ſecret Power and In- 
fluence upon thoſe with whom we converſe, to 
form them into the ſame Diſpoſition and Manners, 
It is a- living Rule that teacheth Men without 
Trouble, and lets them ſee their . Faults without 
open Reproof and Upbraiding. Beſides that it 
adds great Weight to a Man's Counſel and Per- 
ſuaſion, when we ſee that he adviſes nothing but 
what he does, nor exacts any Thing from others, 
from which he himſelf deſires to be excuſed. On 
the contrary, nothing is more cold and inſignificant 
than good Counſel from a bad Man, one that does 
not obey his own Precepts, nor follow the Advice 


- which he is ſo forward to give to others. 


The Advantage of Example beyond Precepts. Scor. 


- RECEPTSS and Diſcourſes of Virtue are only 

the Pictures, and artificial Deſcriptions of it: 
A virtuous Example is Virtue animated, and ex- 
poſed to our View in all its living Charms and 
Attractions; and therefore by how much Nature 
exceed Art, and the moſt accompliſhed Beauties 

| | excell 
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excell their Statues and Pictures, by ſo much is 
Virtue in Example more amiable and attractive than 
in Precepts and Diſcourſes. In good Example we 
ſee Virtue alive, and in Motion, exerting itſelf in 
the moſt comely Actions and gracful Geſtures, 


Letter from Mr. Gay to Mr, F. 
Stanton Harcourt, Aug. 9, 1718, 


HE only News that you can expect from me 
here, is News from Heaven, for I am quite 
out of the World; and there is ſcarce any Thing 
that can reach me, except the Noiſe of "Thunder, 
which undoubtedly you have heard too. We have 
read in old Authors of high Towers levelled by it 
to the Ground, while the humble Valleys have 
eſcaped : The only Thing that is Proof againſt it 
is the Laurel, which however I take to be no great 
Security to the Brains of modern Authors. But to - 
let you ſee that the contrary to this often happens, 
I muſt acquaint you that the higheſt and molt extra. 
vagant Heap of Towers in the Univerſe, which is 
in this Neighbourhood, ſtand ſtill undefaced, while 
a Cock of Barley in our next Field has been con- 
ſumed to Aſhes, Would to Gop that this Heap of 
Barley had been all that had periſhed ! For unhappily 
beneath this little Shelter fat two much more conſtant 
Lovers than ever were found in Romance under the 
Shade of a Beach Tree. John Hewit was a well- 
ſet Man of about Five and Twenty; Sarah Drew 
might be rather called comely than beautiful, and 
was about the ſame Age. They had paſied through 


the various Labours of the Year together with the 
greateſt 
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greateſt Satisfaction. IF ſhe milked, it was his 
Morning and Evening Care to bring the Cows to 


her Hand. It was but laſt Fair that he bought 
her a Preſent of Green Silk for her Straw Hat, and 


the Poſy on her Silver Ring was of his chuſing. X 
Their Love was the Talk of the whole Neighbour- 


hood ; for Scandal never affirmed, that he had any 
other Views than the lawful Poſſeſſion of her in Marri- 


age. It was that very Morning that he had obtained 
the Conſent of her Parents, and it was but till the 


next Week that they were to wait to be happy. Per- 
haps in the Intervals of their Work they were now 


talking of their Wedding Cloaths, and John was 


ſuiting ſeveral Sorts of Poppies and Field Flowers 
to her Complexion, to chuſe her a Knot for her 
Wedding Day. While they were thus buſied (it 
was on the laſt of July, between two and three in 
the Afternoon) the Clouds grew black, and ſuch a 


- Storm of Lightning and Thunder enſued, that all 


the Labourers made the beſt of their Way to what 
Shelter the Trees and Hedges afforded. 


Sarah was frighted, ard fell down in a Swoon 
on a heap of Barley. Fohn, who never ſeparated 


from her, ſat down by her Side, having raked to- 


gether two or three Heaps, the better to ſecure her 
from the Storm. Immediately there was heard ſo 
loud a Crack, as if Heaven had fplit aſunder; 
every one was now folicitous for the Safety of his 
Neighbour, and called to one' another throughout 
the Field: No Anſwer being returned to thoſe who 
called to our Lovers, they ſtept to the Place where 


they lay; they perceived the Barley all in a Smoak, 


and 
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and ſpied this faithful Pair, John with one Arm 
about Sarab's Neck, and the other held over as 
to ſcreen her from the Lightning. They were 
ſtruck dead, and ſtiffened in this tender Poſture. 
Sarah's lef: Eyebrow was ſinged, and there appeared 
a black Spot on her Breaſt: Her Lover was all over 
black, but not the leaſt Signs of Life were found in 
either. Attended by their melancholy Compa- 
nions, they were conveyed to the Town, and the 
next Day were interred in S:anton-Harcourt Church- 


Yard. 


Yours, &c. 


Human Life, a Pilgrimage; illuſtrated by an Eaſtern 
Story. SPECTATOR, 


DERVISE travelling through Tartary, being 
arrived at the Town of Ball, went into the 
King's Palace by a Miitake, as thinking it to be a 
public Inn or Caravanſary. Having looked about 
him for ſome Time, he entered into a long Gallery, 
where he laid down his Wallet, and ſpread his 
Carpet, in order to repoſe himſelf upon it after the 
Manner of the Eaſtern Nations. He had not been 
long in this Poſture, before he was diſcovered by 
ſome of the Guards, who aſked him what was his 
Buſineſs in that Place? The Derw//e told them, he 
intended to take up his Night's Lodging in that 
Caravanſary. The Guards let him know, in a very 
angry Manner, that the Houſe he was in, was not 
a Caravanſary, but the King's Palace. It happened 
that the King himſelf paſſed through the Gallery 
K during 
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during this Debate, and ſmiling at the Miſtake of 
the Derviſe, aſked him how he could poſſibly be fo 
dull as not to diſtinguiſh a Palace from a Caravan- 
ſary? Sir, ſays the Derviſe, give me Leave to aſk 
your Majeſty a Queſtion or two. Who were the 
| Perſons that lodged in this Houſe when it was firſt 
built? the King replied, His Anceftors. And who, 
ſays the Dervi/e, was the laſt Perſon that lodged 
here? the King replied. His Father. And who is 
it, ſays the Dervi/e, that lodges here at preſent ? 
The King told him, that it abas he himſelf. And 
who, ſays the Dervi/e, will be here after you? 
The King anſwered. The young Prince his Son. 
Ah Sir! ſaid the Derviſe, a Houle that changes 
* its Inhabitants ſo often, and receives ſuch a per- 
** petual Succeſſion of Guelts, is not a Palace but a 
6 Caravanſary. 


The preſent Liſe, confidered merely in itſelf, a how 
Scene Action. 


Bux NET 's Theory 


HAT is this Life but a Circulation of 

little mean Actions? We lie down and riſe 
again. Dreſs and undreſs, feed and wax hungry, 
work or play, and are weary, and- then we lie 
down again, and the Circle returns. We ſpend 
the Day in Trifles, and when the Night comes, 
we throw ourſelves into the Bed of Folly, amongſt 
Dreams and broken Thoughts, and wild Imagi- 
nations. Our Reaſon lies aſleep by us, and we are 
for the Time as arrant Brutes as thoſe that ſleep in 


the Stalls or in the Field. Are not the Capaci- 
ties 
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ties of Man higher than theſe ? And ought not his - 
Ambition and Expectations to be greater? Let us 


be Adventurers for another World : *Tis at leaſt a 


fair and noble Chance; and there is nothing in 


this worth our 'Thoughts or our Paſſions. If we 
ſhould be diſappointed, we are ſtill no worſe than 


the reſt of our Fellow Mortals ; and if we ſucceed 


in our Expectations, we are eternally happy. 


The Folly and Danger of Procraſtination in Religion. 
T1LLOTSON. 


HERE is no greater Evidence that a Man 
doth not really intend to do a Thing, than 
when notwithſtanding he ought upon all Accounts, 


and may in all Reſpects better do it at preſent than 


hereafter, yet he ſtill puts it off. Whatever thou 
pretendeſt, this is a meer Shiſt to get rid of a pre- 
ſent Trouble. It is like giving good Words, and 
making fair Promiſes to a clamorous and importu- 
nate Creditor, and appointing him to come another 


Day, when the Man knows in his Conſcience that 


he intends not to pay him, and that he ſhall be leſs 
able to diſcharge the Debt then, than he is at pre- 
ſent. Whatever Reaſons thou haſt againſt reforming 
thy Life now, will ſtill remain and be in as full 
Force hereafter, nay probably ſtronger than they 
are at preſent. 'Thou art unwilling now, and fo 
thou wilt be hereafter, and in all Likelihood much 
more unwilling, So that this Reaſon will every 
Day improve upon thy Hands, and have ſo much 
the more Strength by how much the longer thou 


continueſt in thy Sins. Thou haſt no Reaſon in 
K 2 the 
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the World againſt the preſent Time but only that 
it is preſent ; why when hereafter comes to be pre- 
ſent the Reaſon will be juſt the ſame. So that thy 
preſent Unwillingneſs is fo far from being a juſt 
Reaſon againſt it, that it is a good Reaſon the 
other Way ; becauſe thou art unwilling now, and 
like to be more ſo hereafter ; if thou intendeſt to 
do it at all, thou ſhouldeſt ſet about it immediately, 
and without Delay. In Matters of great and 
neceſſary Concernment, and which muſt be done. 
there is no greater Argument of a weak and im- 
potent Mind than Irreſolution; to be undeter- 


mined where the Cale is ſo plain, and the Neceſ- 


fity ſo urgent; to be always about doing that which 
we are convinced muſt be done. 


Victuros agimus ſemper, nec Vivimus unguam. 


We are always intending to live a new Life, 
but can never find a Time to ſet about it. This 
is as if a Man ſhould put off eating and drinking 
and ſleeping from one Day and Night to another, 


till he has ftarved and deſtroyed himſelf. 


The hoary Fool, who many Days 
Has ſtruggled with continued Sorrow, 
Renews his Hope, and blindly lays 
The deſperate Bett upon to-morrow. 
To-morrow comes, tis Noon, *tis Night, 
This Day like all the former flies; 
Yet on he runs to ſeek Delight 


To-morrow, *till to-night he dies. PRIOR. 
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An Elegy written in a 2 Church -Tard. 
. | G REY. 


HE Curfew tolls the Knell of parting Day, 
The lowing Herd winds ſlowly o'er the Lea, 
The Plowman homeward plods his weary Way, 
And leaves the World to Darkneſs and to me. 


Now fades the glimmering Landſcape on the Sight, 
And all the Air a ſolemn Stillneſs holds, 
Save where the Beetle wheels his drony Flight, 
- And drowſy Tinklings lull the diſtant Folds ; 


Save that from yonder ivy-mantled Tow'r 
The moping Owl does to the Moon complain 
Of ſuch, as wand'ring near her ſecret Bow'r, 


Moleſt her ancient, folitary Reign. 


Ss \ * » Fat 
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Beneath thoſe rugged Elms, that Yew Tree's Shade, 
Where heaves the Turf in many a n 
Heap, 3 
Each in his narrow Cell for ever laid, | 
The rude Forefathers of the Hamlet ſleep. 
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The breezy Call of Incenſe-breathing Morn, 

The Swallow twitt'ring from the Straw built Shed 

The Cock's ſhrill Clarion, or the echoing Horn, 
No more ſhall rouſe them from their lowly Bed. 


From them no more the blazing Hearth ſhall burn, 
Or buſy Houſewife ply her Ev'ning Care: 
No Children run to liſp their Sire's Return, 
Or climb his Knees the envied Kiſs to ſhare, 
K 3 | Oft 
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Oft id the Harveſt to their Sickle Yield, 


Their Furrow oft the ſtubborn Glebe has broke; 
How jocund did they drive their Teams a-field | 
_ How bow'd the Woods beneath their ſturdy Stroke. 


Let not Ambition mock thete uſeful Toll, 


Their homely Joys, and Deſtiny obſcure ; ; 
Nor Grandeur hear with a diſdainful Smile, 
The ſhort and ſimple Annals of the = 


The Boaſt of Heraldry, the Pomp of Pow” 1. A 
And all that Beauty, all that Wealth e'er gave, 
Await alike th' inevitable Hour, 
The Paths of Glory lead but to the Grave. 


Nor you, ye Proud, impute to Theſe the fault, 
If Mem'ry o'er their Tomb no Trophies raiſe, 


Where thro? the long-drawn Iſle, * Vault 


The pealing Anthem ſwells the Note of Praiſe. 


Can ſtoried Urn or animated Buſt 
Back to its Manſion call the fleeting Breath? 
Can Honour's Voice provoke the ſilent Duſt, 
Or Flatt'ry ſcoth the dull cold Ear of Death? 


Perhaps in this neglected Spot is laid 

Some Heart once pregnant with celeſtial Fire; 

Hands, that the Rod of Empire might have ſway d, b 
Or wak'd to Extaly the living Lyre. 


But Knowledge to their Eyes her ample Page 
Rich with the Spoils of Time did ne'er unroll; 
Chill Penury repreſs'd their noble Rage, 
And froze the genial Current of the Soul. 
Full 
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Full many a Gem of geren Hay asg ; 
The dark unfathom'd Caves of Ocean bear: 


Full many a Flower is born to bluſh unſeen, 
And waſte its Sweetneſs on the deſert Air. 


Some Village Hampden, that with dauntleſs Breaft 


The little Tyrant of the Fields withſtood 3 - 


Some mute inglorious Milton here may” reſt, 


Some Cromwvell guiltleſs of his Country's Blood. | 


Th' Applant uf lining Senates to command, 
The Threats of Pain and Ruin to deſpiſe, 
To ſcatter Plenty oer a ſmiling Land, 
And read their Hiſt ry in a Nation's Eyes. 


| hs 

Lot forbad: nor circumſcrid'd alone 

growing Virtues, but their Crimes con- 

* fin'd: 

Forbad to wade thro? Slaughter to a Throne, 
And ſhut the Gates of Mercy on Mankind. 


Thei 
4A 


The ſtruggling Pangs of conſcious Truth to hide, 
To quench the Bluſſtes of ingenuous Shame, 
Or heap the Shrine of Luxury and Pride 
With Incenſe kindled at the Muſe's Flame, 


Far from the madding Crowd's ignoble Strife, 
Their ſober Wiſhes never learnt to ſtray ; 
Along the cool ſequeſter'd Vale of Life 

They kept the noiſcleſs Tenor of their Way. 


Yet ev'n theſe Bones from Inſult to protect, 
Some frail Memorial ftill erected nigh, 


Witl, 
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Ev'n from the Tomb the Voice of Nature cries, 
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With uncouth Rhimes and ſhapeleſ; CE Ku 


deck'd, 
Implores the paſſing Tribute of a Sigh. 


Their Name, their Years, ſpelt by th' anletter'd 
Muſe, 
The Place of Fame and Elegy ſupply: 
And many a holy Text around ſhe ſtrews, 
To teach the ruſtic Moraliſt to die. 


For who to dumb Forgetfulneſs a prey, 


This pleaſing anxious Being e'er reſign d, 
Left the warm Precincts of the chearful Day, 
Nor caſt one longing ling ring Look behind. 


On ſome fond Breaſt the parting Soul relies, 


Some pious Drops the cloſing Eye requires; 


Ev'n in our Aſhes live their wonted Fires. 


| For thee who mindful of th* unhonour'd Dead 


Doſt in theſe Lines their artleſs Tale relate; 
If chance, by lonely Contemplation led, 
Some kindred Spirit ſhallLenquire thy Fate. 


Haply ſome hoary-headed Swain may ſay, 


« Oft have we ſeen him at the Peep of Dawn 
« Bruſhing with haſty Steps the Dews away 
Jo meet the Su x upon the Upland Lawn. 


There at the Foot of yonder nodding Beech, 
That wreaths its old fantaſtic Roots ſo high, 
His liſtleſs Length at Noon-tide would he ſtretch, 
And pore upon the Brook that babbles by. 
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Hard by yon Wood, now ſmiling as in Scorn, 
Mutt'ring his wayward Fancies he would rove ; 

Now drooping, woeful wan, like one forlorn, 
Or craz'd with Care, or croſs'd in hopeleſs Love 


One Morn I miſs'd him on the cuſtom'd Hill; 
Along the Heath, and near his fav'rite Tree, 

© Another came; nor yet beſide the Rill, 
Nor up the Lawn, nor at the Wood was he. 


The next with Dirges due in fad Array 
Slow through the Church-way Path we ſaw him 
borne, | 
Approach and read (for thou can't read) the Lay, 
* Grav'd on the Stone beneath yon aged Thorn.” 


The E PIT AP H. 


HERE reſts his Head upon the Lap of Earth, 
A Youth to Fortune and to Fame unknown, 

Fair Science frown'd not on his humble Birth, 
And Melancholy mark'd him for her own. 


Large was his Bounty, and his Soul ſincere, 
Heav'n did a Recompence as largely ſend : 
He gave to Mis'ry all he had, a Tear, 
He gain'd from Heaven, ('twas all he wiſh'd) a 
Friend. 


No farther ſeek his Merits to diſcloſe, 
Or draw his Frailties from their dread Abode, 


( Therg they alike in trembling Hope repoſe ) 


The Boſom of his Father and his God. 
Keflec- 
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Refledions on a v Hy walk in Weſtminſter Abby 


Soncraron. 


HEN I am in a ſerious Humour, I very 
| often walk by myſelf in 7 e/tminſter Abby; 
where the Gloomineſs of the Place, and the Uſe 
to which it is applied, with the Solemnity of the 
Building, and the Condition of the People who 


lye in it, are apt to fill the Mind with-a Kind of 


Melancholy, or rather Thoughtfulneſs, that is not 
diſagreeable. I know that Entertainments of this 


Nature are apt to raiſe dark and diſmal Thoughts 


in timorous Minds, and gloomy Imaginations : 
but for my own Part, though I am always ſerious, 


I do not know what it is to be melancholy ; ; and 


can therefore take a View of Nature in her deep 
and ſolemn Scenes, with the ſame Pleaſure as in 
her moſt gay and delightful ones. By this Means 
I can improve myſelf with thoſe Objects which 
others conſider with Terror. When I look upon 
the 'Tombs of the Great, every Emotion of Envy 
dies in me; when I read the Epitaphs of the 
Beautiful, every inordinate Defire goes out ; when 
I meet with the Grief of Parents upon a 'Tomb- 
Stone, my Heart melts with Compaſſion ; when 
I ſee the Tomb of the Parents themſelves, I con- 
fider the Vanity of grieving for thoſe whom we 
muſt quickly follow : When I ſee Kings lying by 
thoſe who depoſed them, when I conſider rival 
Wits placed Side by Side, or the holy Men that 
divided the World with their Conteſts and Diſ- 
putes, I reflect with Sorrow and aſtoniſhment on 


the little 9 Factions, and Debates of 


Man- 


l | 
HE r 

Mankind. When I read the ſeveral Dates of the 
Tombs, of ſome that died Yeſterday, and ſome 
Six Hundred Years ago, I conſider that great Day 


when we ſhall all of us be contemporaries, and 
make our Appearance together, 


Reflefions on the Diſſolution of the wifible World, 
| BurxnerTs's Theory. 


E T us reflec: upon - this Occafion on the 
Vanity and tranſient Glory of this habitable 
World. How by the Force of one Element break- 
ing looſe upon the reſt, all the Vanities of Nature, 
all the Works of Art, all the Labours of Men, are 
reduced to Nothing. All that we admired and 
adored before as great and magnificent, is obli- 
terated or vaniſhed ; and another Form and Face 
of Things, plain, ſimple, and every where the 
ſame, overſpreads the whole Earth. Where are 
now the great Empires of the World, and their 
great Imperial Cities? Their Pillars, Trophies, 
and Monuments of Glory? Shew me where they 
tood, read the Inſcription, tell me the Victors 
Name. What Remains, what Impreſſions, what 
Difference, or Diſtinction, do you ſee in this Maſs 
of Fire? Rome itſelf, eternal Rome, the great City, 
the Empreſs of the World, whoſe Domination and 
Superſtition, ancient and Modern, make a great 
Part of the Hiſtory of this Earth; what is become 
of her now? She laid her Foundations deep, and 
her Palaces were ſtrong and ſumptuous : She glo- 
rified herſelf, and lived deliciouſly, and ſaid in her 
Heart I fit a Queen,” and ſhall ſee no Sorrow : = 
er 
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her Hour is come, ſhe is wiped: away fror. the 


Face of the Earth, and buried in everlaſting Obli- 


vion. But it is not Cities only, and Works of 


Mens Hands, but the everlaſting Hills, the Moun- 
tains and Rocks of the Earth are melted as Wax | 


before the Sun, and heir Place is no where found, 
Here ſtood the Alps, the Load of the Earth, that 
covered many Countries, and reached their Arms 
from the Ocean to the Black Sea; this huge Maui 
of Stone is ſoftened and diflolved as a tender Cloud 
into Rain. Here ſtood the 4/icar Mountains, and 


Atlas with his Top above the Clouds; there was 


frozen Caucaſus, and Taurus, and Imaus, and the 


Mountains of 4/a; and yonder towards the North 


ſtood the Riphæun Hills, cloath'd in Ice and Snow. 
All theſe are vaniſh'd, dropt away as the Snow 
upon their Heads. Great aud Marvellous are thy 
Works, juſt and true are thy Ways, thou King of 
Saints Hallelnjabb ! 


Contemplations on future e Bleſidreſ a noble Source of 
Toy to the true Chriſtian. 


TILLOTSON. 


ITH what Joy ſhould we think of thoſe 
« oreat and glorious Things which Gop 
ce hath prepared ſor them that love him, of that 


Inheritance incorruptible, undefiled, which fad- 


cc eth not away, reſerved for us in the Heavens?“ 
How ſhould we welcome the Thoughts of that 
happy Hour, when we ſhall make our Eſcape out 
of theſe Priſons, when we ſhall paſs out of this 


* howling Wilderneſs into the promiſed Land,“ 
when 
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when we ſhall be removed from all the Troubles 
and Temptations of a wicked and ill-natured 
World; when we ſhall be paſt all Storms, and ſe- 
cured from all further Danger of Shipwreck, and 


ſhall be ſafely landed in the Regions of Bliſs and 
Immortality ? 


O bleſſed Time! “when all Tears ſhall be 
:.** wiped from our Eyes, and Death and Sorrow 
« ſhall be no more; when Mortality ſhall be ſwal- 
c lowed up of Life,” and we ſhall enter upon the 
Poſſeſſion of all that Happineſs and Glory which 
Goo hath promiſed, and our Faith hath believed, 


and our Hopes have raiſed us to the ExpeQation | 


of; when we ſhall he eaſed of all our Pains, and 


reſolved of all our Doubts, and be purged from all 


our Sins, and be freed from all our Fears, and be 


happy beyond all our Hopes, and have all this Hap- 


pineſs ſecured to us beyond the Power of Time and 
Change ; when we ſhall know Gop and other 
Things without Study, and love him and one 

Jother without Meaſure, and ſerve and praiſe him 


without Wearineſs, and obey his Will without Re- 


am! ; and ſhall ſtill be more and more delight- 


e in the knowing, and loving, and praiſing, and 


obeying of God to all Eternity, 


Eternity ! that boundleſs Race, 
Which Time himſelf can never run, 
Swift as he flies with an unwearied Pace, 
Which when 'Ten Thouſand Thouſand Years are 
| done, 
Is ſtill the ſame, and ftill to be begun. 


Concreve. 
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A DECLAMATION. 


HoLmes's Compendium, 


LycuRGus was @ famous Law-giver to the Lace- 


demonians, once the moſt warlike People of Greece. 
Among many of whole Laws one was, That it 
ſhould be deemed Capital for any Boy to fight 
in the War, who was under Age. But jo it hap- 
pened once, that the State being in imminent Danger, 
a Lad, not yet called to Arms by the Law, headed 
the Troops, and routed the Enemy. For which, by 
the aforeſaid Law, being condemned to die, He thus 
defends himpelf. : 


O Jupces, 


I 7 E have now before you a Soldier, the moſt un- 

| happy of any who ever proved victorious ; 
but 'of them, whom Valour has made unfortunate, 
the moſt innocent. Never did I breathe freer Air, 
or was more Maſter of myſelf, than when I fought 
nor ever ſo miſerably enſlaved, as when had con- 
quered; having warred againſt my own Life, and 


overcame it. But, Gentlemen, | would not have 
vou think that I am at all dejected or caſt down at 


the Matter, unleſs I could perſuade myſelf that I'm 
to loſe a Life more dear to me than my Country; 
that Country, I ſpeak boldly, and as it becomes a 
Soldier) which I ſee you, by paſſing ſuch Sen- 
tences as theſe, are about utterly to overthrow. 


Lou bring againſt me Laws I dare not call in Queſ- 


tion, and cite ſuch Clauſes as condemn my 


Childhood; as tho' the very ſame Law had not 
. commanded us firſt to cloſe with that univerſal Prin- 


cipſe 


E462 4: 


ciple Of doing Good to the Commonwealth. It was 
in vain, when our Country was, fiercely invaded on 
every Side by the thickeſt Troops, her Strength 
almoſt tired out and exhauſted by the Tediouſneſs 
of Battle, and ſhe as it were at the laſt Gaſp—In 
ſuch a Poſture of Affairs, I ſay, 'twas in vain to 
conſult the Slackneſs of the Laws, when ye your- 
ſelves can't but allow that the Remedies ought to 
have been immediate. Neither 1s it much Matter, 


when a Soldier's hot in Fight, whether by the La- 


he's call'd to Arms or by his Enemies, if ſo be he 
conquers. O dull, heavy, ſenſeleſs Law ! to pro- 
nounce Death on a Warrior, who could not chuſe 


but fight! and on a Conqueror, who fighting 


could not but overcome - But that which vexes 
me moſt, and cuts me even to the Heart 1s, that 


I'm ftill call'd a Boy : Aſk my Enemies, I beg of 


you, (who I ſuppoſe did not fight with Razzles ) how 
like a Man I behaved myſelf in the Battle, who fo 
often to their Coſt did feel what this Arm can do. 
But if I muſt die becauſe I am a Boy, and under 
Age ; certainly the ſame Law which condemns 
Boys, juſtiſies and commands the Valiant to be pro- 
tected; and if you make any Queſtion of my For- 
titude, I'd have you only call to Mind my late 
Victory. Conſider but the Numbers which were 
ain and taken Priſoners by this Hand of mine. 
I call many of you here prefent, who ſtood there 
fighting, at leaſt with your Eyes and Wiſhes for 
your Country, to witneſs what great Things I alone 
did there for you. How deplorable is my Caſe! 
That 7 (by whom you live and ſtill remain Judges) 


- ſhould endanger my own Life, to protect and pre- 


L 2 ſerve 
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ſerve thoſe Mouths, who now in particular are 
about to pronounce me guilty, and worthy of 
Death !— However, if you ſtill make me out a Bey, 
why am I not accounted guilty of Raſhneſs and In- 
conſideracy in this Action, unleſs my ſpeedy Vic- 
wry has more than equall'd your deliberate Con- 
ſultations? Tho? far be ſuch a Reproach from the 
Lacedemonians, to ſtile him a Boy, whoſe Valour 
has equalled him to the beſt of your Warriors. But 
to come to the Point; O Spartans / why are ye ſo 
nice in prying into, and condemning me of a 
Crime, which ye yourſelves are acce//ary to in ſuf- 
fering it to be? Nevertheleſs, be that as it will, 
I'm willing the whole Diſponour of the Victory, if 
it be a Diſbonour, ſhould be laid on me alone. If 
you look upon it as a Crime for acting thus in my 
Minority, let me be ſlain, left if I live I ſhould do 
fo again when the Enemy's Army returns, at which 
Time, perhaps, you'll have Need of a whole Regi- 
ment of ſuch Boys. If I am condemn'd for fighting, 
ſhew me no Favour, but let me ſuffer; that fo I 
may appear more gloriouſly valiant by being 
found guilty, than by being acquitted. To conclude, 


* 


if my returning victorious be a capital Crime, bring 
hither your Torments, the moſt ſweet Rewards of a 


Conqueror ; who think it my Duty, that I, who 
by my. Valour have preſerved the facred Laws and 
Ordinances of my Country from the deſtroying Hand 
of the Enemy, ſhould, if they require it, even ſa- 
tisſy them with my Blood, 
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On the MORNING, Hexver. 


NLY the wakeful Lark has left her Neſt, and 
is mounting on high to ſalute the opening 
Day. Elevated in Air, ſhe ſeems to call the labo- 


rious Huſbandman to his Toil, and all her Fellow 


Songſters to their Notes. [Earlieſt of Birds, Com- 
panion. of the Dawn, may I always riſe at thy 
Voice ! Riſe to offer the Matin-Song ; and adore 
that beneficent Being, who maketh the Outgo- 
ings of the Morning and Evening to rejoice.” O 
how charming to rove abroad, at this ſweet Hour 
of Prime ! to enjoy the Calm of Nature; to tread 
the dewy Lawns ; and taſte the unrifled Freſhneſs 
of the Air! 


Sweet is the Breath of Morn, her riſing ſweet, 
With Charm of earlieſt Birds. M1LTon, 


What a Pleaſure do the Sons of Sloth loſe? Lit- 
tle, ah! little is the Sluggard ſenſible how delicious 


an Entertainment he foregoes, for one of the pooreſt 


of all animal Gratifications. Ils it the Surmiſe 
of Imagination, or do the Skies really redden-with 


Shame; to ſee ſo many ſupinely ftreteh'd on their 
drowſy Pillows ? Shall Man be loft in luxurious 


Eaſe? Shall Man waſte theſe precious Hours in 
idle Slumbers, while the vigorous Sun is up, and 


going on his Maker's Errand ? While all the fea- 
ther'd Choir are hymning the Creator, and paying 
their Homage in Harmony? — No.—Let im heigh- 
ten the Melody of the tuneful Tribes, by adding 
the rational Strains of Devotion. Let im improve 

1 | the 
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the fragrant Oblations of Nature, by mingling 
with the riſing Odours, the more refined Breath of 
Praiſe. | 


On the Worth of D 


ISHOP Atterbury in his advanced Years thus 
ſpeaks in a Letter to Mr. Pope :—I, who 
ſquandered whole Days heretofore, now huſband 
Hours, when the Glaſs begins to run low, and care 
not to miſpend them on 'Trifles. At the End of the 
Lottery of Life, our laſt Minutes, like Tickets left 
in the Wheel, riſe in their Valuation. They are 
not of fo much Worth, perhaps, in themſelves as 
thoſe which preceded, but we are apt to prize them 
more, and with Reaſon. 


On the Improvement of Time. HA x Ev. 


YE that are vigorous in Health, and blooming 
in Years, improve the precious Opportunity. 

Improve your golden Hours to the nobleſt of all 
Purpoſes ; ſuch as may render you meet for the In- 
heritance of the Saints in Light; and aſcertain your 
Title to a State of Immortal Youth, to a Crown of 
eternal Glory. Stand not all the Prime of your 
Day idle ; trifle no longer with the Offers of this 
immenſe F elicity : But make Haſte and delay not 
the Time to keep Gon's Commandments. While 
you are loitering in a gay Inſenſibility, Death may 
be bending his Bow, and marking you out ſor 
ſpeedy Victims. Not long ago, I happened to 
ſpy a thoughtleſs Jay. The poor Bird was idly bu- 
„ ed 


r 


ñ—lũ 


t 
| 
} 
] 
] 
I 
( 
1 
0 
\ 
a 
f 
[ 


11 
ſied in dreſſing his pretty Plumes, or hopping care- 
leſsly from Spray to Spray. A Sportſman coming 
by obſerved the feather'd Rover, and immediately 
lifts the Tube, and levels his Blow. Swifter than 
Whirlwind flies the leaden Death, and in a Mo- 
ment lays the filly Creature breathleſs on the 


Ground, Such, ſuch may be the Fate of the 
Man, who has a fair Occaſion of obtaining Grace 
To-day ; and wantonly poſtpones the Improvement 
of it till To-morrow. He may be cut off in' the 
Midf of his Folly ; and ruined for ever, while he 
is dreaming of being wiſe hereafter. 


On the Uncertainty of Life. HE RVE. 


How thin is the Partition between this World 
and another! how ſhort the Paſſage from 
Time to Eternity | the Partition nothing more than 
the Breath in our Noſtrils, and the Tranſition may 


be made in the Twinkling of an Eye. Poor Chre- 
mylus aroſe from the Diverſion of the Card-Table 


and Dropt into the Dwellings of Darkneis.—One 
Night, Corinna, was all Gaiety in her Spirits, all 
Finery in her Apparel, at a magnificent Ball. The 
next Night ſhe lay pale and ſtiff: an extended 
Corpſe, and ready to be mingled with the moulder- 


ing Dead. Young Atticus lived to fee his ample 


and commodious Seat compleated ; but not to ſpend 
one joyous Hour under the ſtately Roof, The Saſhes 
were hung to admit the Day; but the Maſter's Eyes 
are cloſed in endleſs Night. The Apartments were 
furniſhed to invite Society, or adminiſter Repoſe ; 
but their Lord reſts in the lower Parts of the Earth, 

in 
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in the ſolitary, filent Chambers of the Tomb. "The 


Gardens were planned, and a thouſand elegant 
Decorations deſigned; but alas! their intended 
Poſſeſſor is gone down tothe Place of Skulls,“ is 
gone down to the Valley of the Shadow of Death. 
Legions, Legions of Diſaſters ſuch as no Prudence 
can foreſee, and no Care prevent, lie in wait to 
accompliſn our Doom. 


So frail, ſo extremely fine is the Thread of Life, 


that it not only burſts before the Storm, but breaks 
even at a Breeze. The moſt common Occurrences, 
thoſe from which we expect not the leaſt Harm, may 


prove the Weapons of our Deſtruftion : . Nay our 
very Comforts may become killing. The Air we 


' breathe may be our Bane ;- and the Food we eat 


the Vehicle of Death. Since then we are fo liable 
to be diſpoſſeſſed of this Earthly Tabernacle, let us 
look upon ourſelves only as Tenants at Will, and 


hold qurſelves in perpetual Readineſs to depart at a 
Moment's Warning. N 


The Emperor ADR1AN zo his departing Soul. 
Tranſlated by Mr. Port. 


H fleeting Spirit! wand'ring Fire, 
That long haſt warm'd my tender Breaſt, 


Muſt thou no more this Frame inſpire ? 


No more a pleaſing, chearful Gueſt? 


Whither, ah whither art thou flying ! 
To what dark undi cover'd Shore? 
Thou ſeem' ſt all trembling, ſhivering, dying, 
And Wit and Humour are no more! 
The 
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The Dying Chriftian to his Scud. 


ITAL Spark of Heavenly Flame ! 
Quit, oh quit this mortal Frame, 
Trembling, hoping, ling'ring, flying, 
Oh the Pain, the Bliſs of dying! 
Ceaſe, fond Nature, ceaſe thy Strife, 
And let me languiſh into Life, 


Hark ! they whiſper; Angels ſay, 
Siſter Spirit come away. | 

What is this abſorbs me quite? 
Steals my Senſes, ſhuts my Sight, 
Drowns my Spirits, draws my Breath ? 
Tell me, my Soul, can this be Death ? 


The World recedes, it diſappears! 

Heaven opens on my Eyes / my Ears 
With Sounds /eraphic ring: 

Lend, lend your Wings! I mount, I fly! 

O Grave] where is thy Victory? 

O Death ! where is thy Sting ? 


O2 HEAVEN. 


EAVEN! that World of Bliſs, that Region of 
Light and Happineſs, O! what Pencil can 
ſketch out a Draught of that goodly Land? What 
Tongue can expreſs the incomparable Splendor of 
Chriſt's Kingdom? Would ſome kind celeſtial Hand 


draw afide the Veil, but for a Moment, and per- 


mit us to caſt but a ſingle Glance on thoſe divine 
Abodes ; how dull and inſipid would the Poſſeſſions 


* this World inſtantly appear? The Garden of 
Para- 


as, 


Paradiſe itſelf, after ſuch a Sight, would appear as 
a lonely Deſart, and alkearthly Charms as a World 
of Pain. Very excellent things are ſpoken of 
thee, thou City of Gop. Volumes have been writ- 
ten to diſplay the Wonders of thy Perfections. All 
that 1s rich and ſplendid in this viſible Creation has 
been called in to aid our Conceptions, and elevate 
our Minds, But alas! no Tongue can utter, no 
Pen can deſcribe, no Fancy can imagine what Gop 
of his unbounded Goodneſs, has prepared for them 
that love him.—Seeing then, that all earthly 
Things muſt ſoon come to an End; and there re- 
maineth ſuch a Reſt, ſuch a bliſsful and everlaſting 


Reſt for the People of Gop ; let me never be too 


fondly attached to any preſent Satisfactions. Wean- 
ed from whatever is temporal, may I maintain a 
perfect Indifference for all ſuch tranſitory Enjoy- 
ments; but may J long, earneſtly long for the Man- 
ſions that are above, the Paradiſe which the Lord 
hath planted, and not Man. Thither may I tranſ- 
mit the Chief of my Converſation, and there expect 


the Whole of my Happineſs. 
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A MORNING SON G. 


Being an Imitation, in Metre, of Milton's Morning 
Hymn. 


1. JRARENT of Good! Almighty Gop ! 
The pureſt Light is thine Abode ; 
This univerfal Frame is thine, 


And ſpeaks thy Skill, and Power divine. 


2. How rich thy Bounties, Lo x o, are ſpread? 
Where'er we gaze, where' er we tread, 
Thy varied Works all wond'rous are, 
Thyſelſ how much more wond'rous fair? 


3. Ye Angels ſpeak, pure Sons of Light, 
For Him ye ſee Day without Night, 
Circling his Throne, with Joy ye raiſe 
| Your Voice harmonious to his Praiſe. 


4. All ye in Heaven, on Earth join all, 
And in your loftieſt Strains extol 
Him firſt, him laſt, and without End : 
Whoſe Greatneſs none can comprehend. 


=. = f 


5. Ve Stars that fix d the Heavens adorn, 
And ye that uſher in the Morn, ; 
Ye wand'ring Fires, where'er ye rove, 
Proclaim that Power by which ye move. 


| | 6. Thou Sun, both Eye and quick*ning Soul 
i Of this great World from Pole to Pole, 
þ Thy greater Maker chearful praiſe, 


Who gave thee all thy golden Rays. 


7. Him praiſe, whilſt climbing in thy Might, 

| And when thou gain'ſt thy Noon-tide Height ; 
1 When ſinking in thy wat'ry Bed, | 
O'er gilded Waves his Glories ſpread, 


8. Beſt Emblem of that Infinite, 
Who out of Darkneſs call'd up Light ; 
Who in his Bounty ceaſeleſs flows, 
To bleſs his Friends, to cheer his Foes. 


9. Moon, that now meet'ſt theorient Sun, | 
= And now his nearer Beams doſt ſhun, 

1 Praiſe him who all thy Wand'rings guides, 
1 And bade thee rule the ſwelling Tides. 


10. Ve Elements, his Praiſe Diſplay, 
| Whilſt ye his influence wide convey ; 
4 Let Nature in her changing Round 
14 By you his Honours high reſound. 
it | 
| 


11. Him praiſe, Air, Meteors, Vapours all, 
= That now in Show'rs moſt fruitful fall ; 
1 Now painted by the Hand divine, 
| In Clouds of Gold all beauteous ſhine. 
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12. Ye 


F 


12. Ye Winds, in Whiſpers ſpeak his Praiſe, 
And when in Storms your Voice ye raiſe, 
Ye Plants, ye Pines of lofty Brow, | 
Your Heads in Sign of Rev'rence bow. 


13. Ye Fountains, warbling as ye flow, 
In Murmurs pay the Debt you owe; 
Bear on your Wings, ye Birds, his Praiſe, 
And mounting ſing your ſweeteſt Lays. 


14. Fiſhes, that gliding cut the Seas, 
And ye whom Earth doth better pleaſe, 
Who lowly creep, or ſtately tread, 
Your Maker's Honours joyous ſpread. 


15. Ye Chief, for whom Earth teeming ſmiles ; 
And Heaven with choiceſt Gifts diſtills; 
Ye Head on this terreſtrial Ball, - 
Crown the great Hymn,“ be Tongue for all, 


16. Max, raiſe thy Voice above the reſt, 
Let Gratitude inſpire thy Breaſt ; 
Thy Heart and Voice each Morning raiſe 
To fing thy Maker's matchleſs Praiſe. 


The LORD's PRAYER in Perſe. 


A'THER of all! thou God alone; 

In Heaven is plac'd thy lofty Throne. 
Thy ſacred Name revered be 
By ev'ry Heart, and Tongue, and Knee. 
On Adam's Sons thy Spirit ſhed, 
Thus thro' the World thy Kingdom ſpread. 
May Men on Earth obey thy Will 
As chearful Angels it fulfil, 

| 1 | To 


1 
To us our daily Bread impart, 
And with our Bread the thankful Heart. 
Our Sins forgive; and may we learn 
Like thee to pardon in our Turn. 
Let no Temptation us o'ertake, .. 
And ev'ry Sin may we forſake, 
Our powerful Guardian always prove, 
And threat'ning Evil far remove. 
The Kingdom, Glory, and the Power 
Are thine both now and evermore. 


The SOARING L ARK. 


RETTY, flutt'ring, tuneful Bird, 
Morning's Herald, thou art heard 
Waiting when the Gop of Day 
Shall aſcend his Heavenly Way : 
Ere he gilds the Mountain's Top, 
Darting feebler Beams aſlope, - 
Thou ambitious prun'ſ thy Wing. 
Thus prepar'd thy Song to ſing ; 
To thy Maker's lofty Praiſe, 
Who the feather'd Tribe arrays, 

And inſpires their warbling Throats, 
With Ten Thouſand diff rent Notes: 
Soaring high thou doſt prolong, 
With ſwelling Throat, thy matin Song ; 
Till thou' rt loſt to human Sight, 

In thy ſteady, arduous Flight: 

Mounting ſtill thou art not tir'd, 
Neareſt Heaven art moſt inſpir d, 
As tho' longing to be one 


Of the Hoſt around the Throne, 
| Wo | 
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Who in ſinging 1 never tire, 

Whilſt they ſtrike th. immortal Lyre. 

Pretty Bird thy Song muſt end, | 
'Thou to Earth again deſcend ; - 
Singing ſtill thy very beſt, 

Down thou droppeſt to thy Neſt. . 

Tuneful Bird, to be like thee, 

My Ambition it ſhall be; 

With each Grace, within poſſeſt, 

Low, like thee, I'd build my. Neſt : 

Where to ſink, and how to riſe, 

Thou my Pattern ſhalt adviſe. 


* The fading Roſe : — 


OVELY, bluſhing, prickly Roſe; 
Emblem juſt of human Woes ; 
Emblem too of all the Joys 
That our Sorrows counterpoiſe. 
Thou with Thorn encompaſt art, 
Such the Joys of human Heart, 
Short thy Beauty, dreſt ſo fine, 
Fully blown thou doſt decline. 
Mine's the Beauty of an Hour, 
Like to thine, thou fading Flower. 
Man impatient, will not ſtop, 
Thee, but opening, he will crop. 
Canker, Snails, andclattring Hail. 
Spite of Charms will oft j 
Foes like theſe, ſhould'ſt thou 


Time is ſure to ipoil thy Shape, 
* Publithed in Martin's Magariae. 
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And headlong fell thro? yielding Air; 
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In thy Prime I ſaw thee laſt, 


Now I ſee thy Beauty paſt : 

Thou who wert ſo freſh, fo gay, 
Wilt not ſee thy Veſterday. 

What To-morrow thou ſhalt be, 

I ſhall never care to ſee. 

From thy Fate I'll ſtrive to learn 
What may to Advantage turn: 
Vouth and Beauty will decay; 
Time and Death ſoon call away. 
Charms enduring I will ſeek, 
Which outyie the roſy Cheek. 
Charms which all internal are, 
Charms which make c'en Old-age fair, 
Virtue, dPeſt by Heav*n-born Truth, 
Blooms and ſmiles in endleſs Youth, 


Waking out "of a a frightful Dream. 


HERE am'I now? my Head turns round 
This ſure can never be the Ground — 

Do I ſtill breathe? or am I dead ? $ 

Or do I dream? Is this my Bed? ©. 

Methinks 'tis ſo—but I'm not ſure— 

Oh here's my Pillow I'm ſecure 

Juſt now it did all real ſeem, , 1 

This Minute tells me *tis a Dream: | 

The dreadful Precipice is gone, 

Which I fo lately hung upon; 

With aching Heart and tott'ring Feet, 

Seeking in vain for a Retreat ; 

When down I flipt, with all my Care, 


Think- 
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- . Thinking next Moment to be cruſh'd 


I wak'd, and thus my Fears were huſh'd. 
Inſtead of fractur'd Skull I find 
I'm where my Head laſt Night reclin'd. 
How came this Dream into my Head ? 
Perhaps I've lain too long in Bed. 
And ſhould have ſlept away the Light, 
Had it not been for this fare Fright. 
*Tis plainly ſo- I ſee the Su n 
Already has his Race begun: 
Diffuſing, with his golden Rays, 
His great Creator's lofty Praiſe, ' » 
Shake off your Sleep, my drowſy Eyes, 
Begin thy Race, bright Phebus cries; 8 
Me, in my Courſe, unwearied'ſte; - ., 
Riſe, ſlugziſh Man, and follow me; 
For Sleep my Light was never given, 
But to mark out your Road to Heaven. 


Advice to obſeens Writers on oh. 


pollute, 
Nor make the guiltleſs Gem turn Profiitute, 
On the pure Glaſs fair Virtue's Precepts write ; 
So ſhall che Di' mond ſhine with heav'nly Light: 


Wing Rhym eg obſcene no more the Glaſs 


M 3 ' A Parg- 


Fil 
A Paraphraſe on the ſeven firſt Verſes of the Prophecy 
Nahum. 


Publiſhed in the New Univerſal Magazine, for Oct. 1752. 

ONG had proud * Nimred's ſtately City ſtood, 

Increas'd by Spoil, and ſtain'd with human 

Blood. | 

Long had juſt Heaven obſery'd her crying - Guilt, 

And meafur'd o'er the Blood which ſhe had ſpilt. 
When, ſent from Gop, Nahum the Prophet goes, 

And tells the City her Knee Woes. | 


Arm'd with juſt Ventiance, ſee the jealous Gop , 
With angry Looks aſſume his iron Rod, 
Reſolv'd to puniſh his rebellious Foes, 

And ftrike their ſtubborn Hearts with piercing Woes. 
Vengeance, tho ſlow, awakes to give the Blow; 
Which falls the heavier, as it comes more ſlow. 
Th' eternal King tis Madneſs to defy, 
Of humble Souls he'll only hear the Cry. . 
Almighty Power detains the Rebel Worm, 
And fiery Vengeance chides the lagging Storm, 

L 


When lo! th' Almighty mounts the angry Skies, 
Wrapt in a Whirlwind he impetuous flies; 
Tempeſts and Storms obey his powerful Nod, 

And Clouds are Duſt beneath the Feet of Gop. 
At his Rebuke the Ocean finks his Head, 
Rivers and Seas leave but an empty Bed: 
Depriv'd at once of their late copious Store, 
The parched Bafons gape from Shore to Shore. 


® Nineveh 


Baſban, 


W111 ＋— 
Baſßban, for Oaks renown'd, and lowing Herds, 
Smitten by Heaven, a doleful Scene affords : 
The forked Light'nings rend the knotted Oak, 
And groaning Beaſts expire beneath the Stroke; 
Fair Lebanon, whoſe Cedars long had ſtood 
Th' unrivall'd Glory of the nodding Wood, 
Mourns a like Fate :— 

From their deep Roots the lofty Trunks are torn, 
And thro? the Air to diſtant Hills are borne. 
The flow'ry Carmel, dreſt in vernal Bloom, 

O'er Hills, thro* Vales, diffuſing ſweet Perfume ; 

Opening new Beauties to the ſolar Ray, 
Receives the Shock, and languiſhes away. 

Look how th' affrighted Mountains reel and quake 
The Hills diſſolve, and form a fiery Lake: 
His Preſence ſets the diſtant Poles on Fire, | 

And Earth and Heavens in Smoke and Flames 

expire. 
Say then, what Mortal can abide his Rage, 

Or who can with incenſed Wrath engage ? 

In fiery Streams his Fury makes it's Way, 
Burſts the firm Rocks and rolls them in the Sea, 
Theſe are the Terrors of my Gop—but hold 
A brighter Scene I haſten to unfold. | 
Vengeance awaits the guilty Wretch alone; 
The Pious need not dread the awful Throne : 
Goodneſs in all its gentle Forms appears, 


To prompt their Hopes, and banih all their Fears. 


God knows the Juſt, and will be the Defence 
Of thoſe that truſt in his Qznipotence ; 

In Times of greateſt Danger they ſhall find 

A Father, Friend, and Judge ſupremely kind. 


The 
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HAT Joy poſſeſt the choſen Seed! 
From Egypt's cruel Bondage freed, 
And Terrors of the Main; 
Secure they ſtand upon the Shore, 
Since Pharaob's Hoſts are now no more, 
And all their Threat'nings vain, 


2. Wonder and Love their Breaſts inſpire, 
Whilſt M/ leads the holy Choir, 
A lofty Song to raiſe : _ 
'The Matrons and the Virgins too, 
Like pious Zeal and Duty ſhew, 
And tune their Harps to Praiſe, 


3. P11 ſing, the glorious Leader cries, 
The Wonders done before our Eyes, 

Nor longer Silence keep: | 
Go is my Strength, and he my Sons 3 
Repeat his mighty Acts, my Tongue, 

His Wonders 1 in the Deep. 


4. He is our Gov, our Father's God, 
For ham we'll find a fit abode. 
All Idols we diſclaim. 
Exalt the Lox», the Gop of War, 
Who can with him in Arms compare ? 
Jerovan is his Name! 


5. Proud Pharaoh's Chariots, and his Hoſt, 
The haughty Monarch's Joy and Boaſt, 
He caſt beneath the Wave : 


* 
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His choſen Captains too are drown'd, 
For great Exploits of War renown'd ; 
Nor could their Courage fave. 


6. The Depths incens'd ſoon ſtopt the Chace, 
And cover'd o'er the cruel Race, _ . 
In their full Thirſt of Blood: i 
They fell, they ſank, as doth the Stone, 
Which to the Bottom haſtens down, | fl 
Amid the yielding Flood, 


7. Thy Right-Hand, Lox p, for Vengeance rais'd, 
The Sons of Egypt, ſore amaz'd, 
And ſpread thy Glories far: 
Thy ſtrong Right-Hand with dreadful Blow, . 
In Pieces daſh'd th' inſulting Foe, 
That dar'd the wat'ry War. 


* 
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8. In vain the Rebels ſeek to fly, 
In vain they to their Idols cry, 
No Arm had they to ſave: 
Not ſooner, by ſome rapid Fire, 
The Chaff is burnt, than they expire. 
Amid their wat'ry Grave. 


9. Thou, Lo xp, didſt blow, and at thy Blaſt 
The mighty Deep was cleft in Haſte; 
The Waves like Mountains riſe ; 
The rolling Floods now ceaſe to flow, 
Congeal'd like Rocks of Ice and Snow, 
Beneath the northern Skies. 
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10. I will 


ky \ _ Sh, "a * — * _ N 
1 * W nn. 2 
* a #84 + 5 83 — n 8 * 


1 30 J 
10. I will purſue, I'Il overtake, 
The cruel Foe preſumptuous ſpake; 
The Spoil I will divide: 
Deep will I drench my Sword in Blood, 
Till, having dy'd the briny Flood, 
My Luſt i 18 ſatiafy d. 


11. \Then dat thou make thy Wind to blow, 
Command thy Floods their Place to know, 
And fill the gaping Void: 

Thy Foes o'erwhelm'd, like pond'rous Lead, 


Dosen ſank to Ocean's deepeſt Bed, 


In watry Death deſtroy d. 


12. What God of thoſe who bear the Name, 
Can the loud Voice of boaſting Fame 
Io equal Honours raiſe ? 
How glorious is thy Holineſs! , 
What Tongue thy Wonders can expreſs, 
And ſhew.thy awful Praiſe, _- | 


13. Thy choſen Sons from Slav'ry freed, 


Thine Arm of Power did ſafely lead 
In Paths cut throngh the Flood: 
The Nations at thy Wonders gaz d, 
The Sons of Moab were amaz d, 


And Euum trembling ſtood, 


14. Thy Hand, O Lox sp, and ſpecial Grace, 
Shall ſafe conduct the favꝰrite Race 
To Canaan's pronus'd Reſt: 


Tore 


1 111 
Jordan ſhall backward roll his Tide, 
And like th* Egretian Sea divide, 
To make thy Power conteſt. 


15. The Foes of 1/-ae/ on their Shore, 
Shall ſee the Tribes, thy Tribes paſs o'er, 
All filent as a Stone: 
Well may their Hearts diſſolve with Fear, 
When Iſrael's mighty God is near, 
The God by Vengeance known, 


16. Thou ſhalt reward thy People's Toil, 
Shalt plant them in a' fruitful Soil; 
And high their Honours raiſe: - 
To Sion's Hill they fhall repair, 
Thy facred Dwelling ſhall be there, 
And thence ſhall found thy Praiſe. 


17. Sing, 1/ael, fing, thou echoing Shore G 5 
Repeat proud Pharaob is no more: f 
The Loa p his Throne maintains: | 2 17 


The Chariots and the Horſe-Men too.. 


Our Gos in Triumph overthrew, 
The Lox p for ever = 


CY 


The BEGGAR's PETITION. : 


- 
= PSs 1 


ITY the ſorrows of a poor old man, 


Whole trembling limbs have deli ehe 3 


door, 
Whoſe days are dwindled to the ſhorteſt fat 


Oh! give relief, and — 
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Theſe tatter'd cloaths my poverty beſpeak, ' » © 
"Theſe hoary locks proclaim my lengthen'd years ; 
And many a furrow in my grief-worn. cheek 

Has been the channel to a food of tears 


Yon houſe, erected on the riſing PL 
With tempting aſpect drew me from my road; 


For Plenty there a reſidence has found, 
And Grandeur a magnificent abode, 


Hard is the fate of the infirm and poor ! 


Here, as I crav'd a morſe! of their bread, 


A pamper'd menial drove me from the door 
To ek a r in an humbler ſhed. 


Oh! take meto your hoſpitable dome ; 


Keen blows the wind, and piercing is the cold ! 


Short is my paſſage to the friendly tomb, 


For I am poor and miſerably old. 


Should I reveal the ſources of my grief, 
If foft humanity e'er touch'd your breaſt, 
Your hands would not-withold the kind relief, 


And tears of Pity would ver be repreſt. 
Heaven ſends Werse ; why ſhould we > repine ? . 


"Tis Heaven has brought me to the ſtate you ſee; 
And your condition may be ſoon like mine, 


* chile 55 ue and of Minu. 


was my paternal lot, 


Then = the lark I ſprightly hail'd the morn ; 
But ah! oppreſſion forc'd me from my cot, a | 
. . e dy'd, and blighted was my corn. 7 


=> 
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My daughter, once the comfort of my age,” 4 71 
Lur'd by a villain from her native home, 
Is caſt abandon'd on the world's wide =—_ ; 


My tender wife, bas er e e ns 


Struck with fad anguiſh at the ſtern decrer, 
Fell, ling' ting fell, a victim to deſpairr, 


And left the world to wretchedneſs and me. 


Pity the forrows of a poor old man, 
Whoſe trembling limbs have borne him to your door, 
Whoſe days are dwindled to the ſhorteſt ſpan, 

Oh! give relief, and Heaven will bleſs your * 


Endeavour to plenſe, and 7925 can Aerials al * 


' pleaſe. . © CHESTERFIELD: 


HE Means of "at vary according to 


time, place, and perſon ; but the general 
nile i is the trite one. Endeavour to pleaſe, and yo 
will infallibly pleaſe to a certain Degree: conſtantly 


ſhew a deſire to pleaſe, and you will engage Peoples 


ſelf-love in your Intereſt; a moſt powerful Adye- 


cate, This, as indeed almoſt every Thing elle,” J 
depends on Attention. 


Be therefore attentive to the moſt trifling Thing 
that paſſes where you are; have, as the vulgar 
Phraſe is, your Eyes and your Ears always about 


you. It is a very fooliſh, though a very common. F 


faying, © I really did not mind it,” or, I was 


e thinking of quite another thing at that time.“ 
* 3 N ha | 
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The proper anſwer to ſuch ingenious excuſes, a 


which admitsof no reply, is, Why did you not mind 
it? you was preſent when it was ſaid or done. 


Oh! but you may ſay, you was thinking of quite 
another thing: if ſo, why was you not in quite 
another place proper ſor that important other thing, 

wbich you ſay you was thinking of? But you will 
ſay, perhaps, that the company was fo filly, that it 
did not deſerve your attention: that, I am ſure, is 
the ſaying of a filly man; for a man of ſenſe 
knows that there is no company io ſilly, that ſome 
uſe may not be made of it by attention. 


Let your addreſs, when you firſt come into com- 
pany, be modeſt, but without the leaſt baſnfulneſs or 
ſheepiſhneſs; ſteady, without impudence; and un- 
embarraſſed, as if you were in your own room. 
This is a difficult point to hit, and therefore deſerves 
great attention; nothing but a long uſage in the 
World, and in the beſt ys can poſlibly 
gays it. | 


by young man, without lotus of the world, 
when he firſt goes into a faſhionable company, 
where moſt are his ſuperiors, is commonly either 
annihilated by Baſbfulneſs, or, if he rouſes and laſhes 
himſelf up to what he only thinks a modeſt aſſur- 
ance, he runs into impudence and abſurdity, and 
conſequently offends, inſtead of pleaſing. Have 
always, as much as you can, that gentleneſs of man- 
ner, which never fails to make favourable impreſ- 
fions, provided it be equally free from an infipid 
Smile, or a pert Smirk. 


Care- 
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| Carefully avoid an argumentative and diſputative 


turn, which too many people have, and ſome even 


value themſelves upon, in company; and when 

r opinion differs from others, maintain it only 
with mudeſty, calmneſs, and gentleneſs ;. but never 
be eager, loud, or clamorous ; and, when you find 
your antagoniſt beginning to grow warm, put an 
end to the diſpute by ſome geriteel ſtroke of humour, 
For, take it for granted, if the two beſt friends in 
the world diſpute with eagerneſs upon the moſt 
trifling ſubje imaginable, they will, for the time, 
find a momentary alienation from each other. Diſ- 
Putes upon any ſubje are a fort of trial of the 
underſtanding, and muſt end in the mortification of 
one or other of the diſputants. On the other hand, 
Iam far from meaning that you ſhould give an 
univerſal aſſent to all that you hear ſaid in company; 
ſuch an aſſent wonld be mean, and in ſome caſes 
criminal ; but blame 1 indulgence, and — 
with Seritiencls. | 


Always look people in the face when you ſpeak 
to them; the not doing it is thought to imply con- 
ſcious guilt; beſides that, you loſe the advantage 
of obſerving by their countenances, what impreſ- 
fion your diſcourſe makes upon them. In order to 
know people's real Sentiments, I truſt much more 
to my eyes than to my ears; for they can fay 
whatever they have a mind I ſhould hear ; but they 
can ſeldom help looking what "_ have no intention 
that L ſhould know. | 


bes aa have not command ger over ; you 
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to conquer your humours, as I am ſure every ratio- 
na] creature may have, never go into company 
while the fit of i l-humour is upon you. Inſtead of 
company's diverting you in thoſe moments, you 
will dijpleaſe, and probably ſhock them; and you 
will part worſe friends than you met: but when- 
ever you find in yourſelf a diſpoſition to ſullenneſs, 
contradiction, or teſtineſs, it will be in vain to 
ſeek for a cure abroad. Stay at home, let your 
humour ferment and work itſelf off, Cheerfulneſs 
and good-humour are of all qualifications the moſt 
amiable in company; for though they do not ne- 
eeſſarily imply good-nature and good- breeding, 
they repreſent them, at leaſt, very well, and that is 
all that 1s l in mixt r. a 


10 have indeed known ome very iNl-natur'd Peo- 
Nod who were very good-humoured in company; 
but I never knew any one generally ill-humoured in 
company, who was not effentially ill- natured. When 
there is no maleyolence in the heart, there is always 
à chearfulneſs and eaſe in the countenance and 
manners. By. good-humour and chearfulneſs, I am 
far from meaning noiſy mirth and loud peals .of 
laughter, which are the diſtinguiſhing characte- 
riſtics of the vulgar and of the ill-bred, whoſe 
mirth is a kind of ſtorm, Obſerve it, the vulgar often 
laugh, but never ſmile ;, whereas, well-bred people 
often ſmile, but ſeldom laugh, A witty thing 
never-excited laughter ; it pleaſes only the mind, 
and never diſtorts the countenance: a - glaring 
abſurdity, a blunder, a filly accident, and thoſe 
things that are generally called comical, may 
04 R excite 
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excite a laugh, though never a loud nor a long one, 


m_y well-bred people. 


Sudden paſſion is called ſhort-lived nada) ; 
it is a madneſs indeed, but the fits of it return fo 
often in choleric people, that it may well be called 
a continual madneſs. Should you happen to be of 
this unfortunate diſpoſition, make it your conſtant 
ſtudy to ſubdue, or, at leaſt to check it: when you 
find your choler riſing, reſolve neither to ſpeak to, 
nor anſwer the perſon who excites it; but ſtay till 
you find it ſubſiding, and then ſpeak deliberately. 
Endeavour to be cool and fteady upon all occa- 
ſions ; the advantages of ſuch a ſteady calmneſs 
are innumerable, and would be too tedious to relate. 
It may be acquired by care and reflection; if it 
could not, that reaſon which diſtinguiſhes men from 


brutes would be given us to very little purpoſe : as 
a proof of this, I never ſaw, and ſcarcely ever heard 


of, a Quaker in a paſſion. In Truth, there is in 
that ſe& a decorum and decency, and an amiable 


ſimplicity, that I know in no other. 


The Church-Yard.. | 


HAT a number of killocks of death 
all round us! What are the tomb- ſtqnes, 


but memorials of the inhabitants of that town, to 


inform us of the period of all their lives, and to 
point out the dav when it was ſaid to each of them, 
« Your time ſhall be no longer?” Oh, may I rea- 
dily learn this important leſſon, that my turn is 
ne too; ſuch a little hillock ſhall ſhortly ariſe 
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for me-in ſome unknown. ſpot of ground, it ſhall 
cover this fleſh and theſe bones of mine in darkneſs, 
and ſhall hide them from the light of the ſun, and 
ſrom the en of * n the heavers ſhall be no 
more! | 


Fut ſome kind furviving friend may engrave 
my name, with the number of my days, upon a 
plain funeral tone, withdut ornament, and below 
envy : there ſhall my tomb Rand among the reſt, as 
a freſh monument of the, frailty of nature and the 
end of time. It is poſlible ſome friendly foot may 
now and then viſit the place of my repoſe, and ſome 
tender eye may bedew the cold memorial with a 
tear: one or another of my old accqaintance may 
poſſibly attend there to learn the filent lecture of 
mortality from my grave ſtone, which my lips are 

now preachin, aloud to the world; and if love and 
2 ſhould reach ſo far, perhaps, while his foul 
is melting in his eye-lids, and tis voice ſcarce finds 


an utterance, he will point with his finger, and 


ſhew his companion the month and the day of my 
deceaſe. O, that ſolemn, that awful day, which 
ſhall finiſh my appointed time on earth, and put a 
period to all the deſigns of m heart, and all 


the labours of my Karte id Pr 


Think, 0 PRs Nana Send cr rangers 
are engaged on that ſpot, and reading the date of 
my departure hence, thou wilt be fixed under a de- 
ciſive and unchangeable ſentence, rejoicing in the 
. of time e or ſaffering the 


longer 
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longer forrows which fran attend the abuſe of it, in 


gn LUTON world of happineſs or miſery. 
The Danger of late Repentance. 
T is a wiſe and juſt obſervation among ChriC.: 
tians, though it is a very common one, that 
the ſcriptures give us one inſtance of a penitent 
faved in his dying hour, and that is. the thief upon 
the croſs, thar none might utterly deſpair ; but 


there is but one ſuch inſtance given, that none 
might preſume. The work” of repentance fs too 


difficult, and too important a thing, to be left to 


the languors of a dying bed, and the tumults and 
flutterings of thought, which attend ſuch a late con- 
viction. There can be hardly any effectual proofs 
given of the ſincerity of ſuch repentings: and I am 
verily perſuaded there are few of them ſincere, for 
we have often found theſe violent emotions of con- 
ſcience vaniſh again, if the ſinner has happened to 
reeover his health: they ſeem'to be merely the wild 
perplexities and ſtruggles of nature, averſe to mi- 
ſery, rather than averſe to fin: their renouncing 
their former luſts, on the very borders of hell and 


deſtruction, is more like the vehement efforts of. x 


drowning creature, conſtrained to let go a moſt 
beloved-obje&, and taking eager hold of any plank 
for ſafety, rather than the calm and reaſonable and 
voluntary deſigns of a mariner, who forſakes his 
early joys, ventures himſelf in a ſhip that is offered 
him, and ſets fail for the heavenly country. I never 
will pronounce ſuch efforts and endeavours deſperate, 
leſt I limit the grace of God, which is unbounded; 

but 
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but I can give very little encouragement for hope” 
to an hour or two of this vehement and tumultuous, 

itence, on the very brink of damnation. Judas 

t repented,”” but his agonies of ſoul hurried him to 
haſten his own death, ** that he might go to his own 
place: and there is abundance of ſuch kind of 

repenting in every corner of hell: that is a deep 
and dreadful pit, whence there is no redemption, 
though there are millions of ſuch fort of penitents; 
it is a ſtrong and dark priſon, where no beam of 
comfort ever ſhines ; where bitter anguiſh and 
mourning for ſins paſt, is no evangelical repentance 
but everlaſting and hopeleſs ſorrow, 


A Thought on Death, 


EATH, to a good man, is but paſling thro? a 

dark entry, out of one little duſky room of 

his Father's houſe, into another that is fair and 
large, lightſome and glonous, and divinely enter- 
taining. O, may the rays and ſplendours of my 
heavenly apartment ſhoot far downward, and pild 
the dark entry with ſuch a chearful gleam, as to 
baniſh every fear when I ſhall be called to paſs 


through! 


= 
* 
* 9 
— 4 * A \ \ 
o _ | Aw 0%, 6 d ma * 5 _— 
- 1 — 4 
= * 2 4 oy . 
— 
- . - * - — 
— — — — 
— > 1 * — - 2 — * — * 
— — — * —— 
— — — — = _ — — — — — _ 2 — — - 
— . 0 — — = — 
- * — 


1 


5 * 
X a 2 * 
. 2a. 
oF — — — = — — 
— — 
— 


— — 
- —ů — 
— —— œäüö 


- — 
— ——_ 
——— 


PF VIS. 


— — 
= : — — 
OE III oy 
— non onggs - —  > wa 


— 
— —— 


= on io OILS OY 2 ee ARES _ FRIED = REI 9 pe | * 5 nd os wp _ : 
, —— — rr 5 
* 


— 
— 4 . 8 4 
— — re > — — * 
— —ñ— ——. —ä —e a * 
— * \ a — o . > - 
” 2 - > TS - . 
* 


